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To all good Fellowes, Profefiors of 
the (entle ( raft : of what degree 
locuecr. 
deo ntlemen,and honeſt boone Com- 
16 ? panions , | pi eſent you! heere with a merry 
) conceited Cc medie, called, The She Om 4- 
NE ters Holiday, acted by my Lerd Admirals 
players at a Chriſtmaſſe time , — the 
Queenes moſt excellent Maieſty. For the mirth and 
leaſant matter, by her Highneſſe graciouſly accepted, 
leing indeed nc wo Way © ffcnſiue. Ihe Argument of the 
Play I will fer down in this Epiſtle : Sir Hugh Lacy Earle 
of Lincolne, had a young Gentleman of his one name 
his neere Kinſman, that loued the Lord Mayors daugh- 
ter of London; to preuent and croſſe which loue, the 
Earle cauſed his Kinſman to bee ſent Coronel of a 
Company into France : who reſigned his place to ano- 
ther Gentleman his friend, and came di!guiſed like a 
Dutch Shcomaker, to the houſe of Srmon Hire in 
Tower ſtreet, who ſcrued the Mayor and his Houſhold 
with ſhooes. The meriments that paſſed in Eyes houſe, 
his comming to be Mayor of Londen, Lacie getting 
his loue and other accidents , with two Merry Three- 
mens 5 ongs. Take all in good worth that is well inten- 
ded, for nothing is purpoted but mirth,mirth lengthen- 
ech long life, x ich, with all other bleſſings, I heartily 
wiſh you. Farewell. 


Az The 


AY 


The Je fo Three-mans 


dong. 


O che month of May, the merry month of May, 

So ſrolteke, ſo gay, and ſo gteene, ſogreene, ſo greene: 
O and then did I, ynto my true loue ſay, 

Sweet Peg, thou ſhalt be my Sommers Queene, 


Ow the Nightingale, the pzetty Nightingale, 

The ſweeteſt ſinger in all the Foꝛreſt Quiet: 
Intreats thee ſweet Peggy to heare thy true-loucs tale, 
Loe vonder ſhe ſitteth her bzeaſt againſt a bꝛier. 


But © I ſpye the Cncks, the Cucks, the Cucks, | 
Se where ſhe ſitteth, come away mp iop: 

Come away I pꝛethe, J doe not like the Cucko 

Should ſing where mp Peggy and A Life and top. 


O the Month of May, the merry Month of May, 
So frolicke, ſo gay, ſo greene, ſo greene, ſo greene, 
And then did I vnto my true loue ſay, 

Sweet Peg, thou ſhalt be my Summers Queene, 
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This #t to be ſung at the latter end, 
(, Old's the winde, and wet's the raine, 
Saint Hugh be our good ſpeed : 
Ill is the weather that bzirgeth no gaine, 
Noz helpes good hearts in need, 


Trowle the bowle the folly Nut-bzowne bowle, 
and heere kind mate to ther: 

Let's fing a dirge fo: Saint Huy h's Houle, 
and downe it merily, 


Downe a downe, hep downe a downe, 

hep dery, derp, downe, a downe, Cloſe with the Tenor boy, 
Hoe well done, to me let come, 

ring compaſſe gentle iop. 


Trowle the bowle, the Nut-bzowne bowle, 
and her re knd, gc. as often as there be men to drinke . 
At laſt, when all haue drunke, this verſe, 


Cold's the winde, and wet's the raing 
Saint Hugh be our good ſpeed; 

Illis the weather that bzingeth no gains, 
Noz helpes good hearts in nerd 


The Prologue, as it was pronounced 
before the Quzenes Mairſlie, 
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$ wretches in a Storme (expecting day) 
With trembling hands and eyes caſt yp to heauen, 


Make Prayers the Anchor of their conquered hopes, 


So we (deere Goddeſſe, wonder of all eyes 
Your meaneſt vaſſalls (through miſtruſt and feare, 
To ſinke into the bottome of diſgrace 

By our impetfect paſtimes) proſtrate thus 

On bended knees, our ſailes of hope doe ſtrike, 
Dreading the bitter Stormes of your diſlike, 
Since then (enhappy men) our hap is ſuch, 

That to our {clucs our ſelues no helpe can bring, 
But needs muſt periſh if your Saint-like cares 
(Locking the Temple where all mercy fits) 
Refuſe the tribute of our begging tongues, 


O grant (bright mirror of true Chaſtity) 
From thoſe life-breathing ſtarres your ſun- like eyes, 


One gratious ſmile : for your celeſtiall breath 


Muſt ſend vs life, or ſentence ys to death, 


. — 


— 


s 
S. 


Ferne 


of the Gentle Craft. 


— — — — — — 


Enter Lord Mayor, Lincolne. 


Lincolne. 


VP Loꝛd ꝙapoꝛ, you haue ſundzy times, 
VI Fcaſted my ſelfe, and many Courtiers moze, 
Seldome 02 neuer can we be ſo kinde, 
To make requit all of your courteſie : 
Vut leauing this J heare my Couſin Lacy, 
Is much affected to your daughter Roſe, 
L. Maior, Ttue my god Lo2d, and ſhee lones him ſo well, 
That I miſike her boldneſſe in the chace. 
Lin. hy my Loꝛd Maioꝛ, thinke you it then a ſhame, 
To ioyne a Lacy with an Ortleys name: 
L. Mayor. Tos meane is my pooze girle foz his high birth, 
Pooꝛe Cittizens mult not with Courticrs wed, 
Who will m filkes, and gap apparell ſpend 
Noze in one veare, then J am wozth by farre, 
Lherefoze pour honour need not doubt my girle, 
Lincolne, Take had mp Loꝛd, aduiſe you what you doe, 
A vericr bnthift liues not in the wozld, 
hene wy Coſen, fo; Jle tell vou what. 
is row almoſt a peare ſince he requeſted. 
To trauell Countries foz experience, 
ſurniſht him with copne, billes of exchange, 
Letters of credit, men to waight on him, 
Solicited wy friends in Italie 
Vell to reſpect him: but to (ce the end: 
Scant had ketourneved thꝛongh balfe Germany, 
But 


A Pleaſant Comedie of 


But all his copne was ſpent, his men caſt off, 
Vis billes imbezel'd, and my iolly Cuze 
Aſham'd to ſhew his bankrupt pzeſence hecre, 
Betame a Shoomaker in Wittemberge, 
A aoodly Science foz a Gentleman 
Of ſuch diſcent: now tndge the reſt by this. 
Svuppole your Daughter haue a thouſandpound, 
De did conſume moze in one halfe peare, 
And make bun heyꝛe to all the wealth pou haue, 
One twclue-months rpoting will walt it all, 
Then ſceke my Lo2d ſome honeſt Cittizen 
Zo wed your Daughter to. 
Lord Maior, I thanke pour Le2dſhip, 
Cell Fere, I vnderftand pour ſubtilty, 
As fo2 pour Nephew, let poux Lo2dſhips epe 
Ent watch bis actions, and pou nerd not feare, 
Foz I haue ſent mp Daughter farre enongh; 
And pet your Coſen Rowland might dae well, 
Now he hath learn d an Occupation, 
And pet I ſcoꝛne to call him fon in Law. 
Lincolne. J but I baue a better trade ſoz him, 
Atbanke his Grace he hath appointed him, 
Chicfe Colonell of all thoſe Companies 
Priſtred in Londen, and the ſhires about, 
To ſerue his Vighneſle in thoſe warres of France: 
De where he comes: Louell what newes with you? 
Enter Lovell, Lacy and Arkrw, 
Lovell. Þp Lozdof Lincoine, tis bis Bighneſſe will, 
That pꝛeſently pour Coſcn ſhip foz France 
With all his powers, he would not fo2 a million, 
But they ſhould land at Deepe within foure dayes, 
Linc, Gocertefie his Grace it ſhall be done. 
Naw Coſen Lacy in what foz wardnefſe 
Are all pour Companies: 
Lacy. All well prepax d, 
Che men of Hartfoꝛd · hire are at mile end, 
SPuffolke and Ellex, traine in Tuttle Fields, 
Lhe Londoners, and thoſe of Puddleſere, 
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M1 gallantly pzepar'd in Finſbury, 
With frolike ſpirits long foz their parting hover. 


L. Ma. They haue their 1 and furniture, 
And if it pleaſe pour Coſen Lacy come, 
To the Guild Mall, he ſhall his pay, 


And twenty pounds befides my B2ethzen 
Elill freely gine dim to app2oue our loues 
We beare vnts my Tod pour Unckle heere. 
Lacy. I thanke pour Yonour. 
Lincolne, Thanks my good Tod Papo3. 


L. Ma. At the Guild Pall we wil expect pour comming. E. 


Lin. To appzoue your loues to me : u ſubtilty 
Nephew : that twenty pound he doth beſtow, 
Foz; toy to rid pou from his daughter Roſe: 
But Coſens both, now heere ars none but friends, 
JI would not haut you caſt an amo3zous eye 
Upon ſo meane a p2oiect as the lone 
Of a gay wanton painted Cittizen, 
J know this Churle tuen in the height of ſcozne, 
Doth hate the mixture of his blood with thins, 
J pꝛay thee doe thou ſo remember Coze, 
What honourable foztumes waight on thee, 
Increaſe the Kings tone which ſo bzightly ſhines, 
And gilds thy hopes, A haue no heyꝛe but the: 
And yet not thee, if with a wayward ſpirit 
Thou ſtart from the true bias of mp lone. 

Lacy. Py Tod J will, foz honoz, not deſire, 
Ot lands oz linings, (02 to be pour hey2e ) 
Do guide my actions in purſuit of Francs, 
As ſhall addeglozie ta the Lacie: nams. 

Lin. Coze, fo; thoſe wozds here's tyirty Poztngues, 
And Nephew Askew, there's a few foz you, 
Faire honour in her loſtieſt eminencs, 

Staypes in France fo yon till pou fetch her thence, 
Then Nephew clap ſwift wings on your defignes, 
Be gone, be gene, make haſt to the Guild hall, 
There p2eſently Ile meet you, doe not tay 
— attends delays Exit, 


Aik- 


A pleaſant Comedy of 
Ask, yo emer — Uncle haue pou gone 7 
Lacy. me reach his pollicies, 

J — komt ſerious — fo; thase daye s, 

Which nothing but my p2eſence can diſpatch, \ 


Pou therefoze Coſen with the Companies 
Shall haſt to Douer, there Ile met with pou, F 


©} if I ſkay paſt my pꝛeſixed time, 
Away foz France, welo meat in N92mandy, 
The twenty pounds my Lo2d Maioꝛ giues to me, / 
Pou ſhall receiue and theſe ten Psztugues, 
Part of mine Unckles thirty, gentle Coze, 
Vaue care ta our great charge, I know your wiſdome, 
Þath tride it ſelſe in higher conſequonce. 
Ask Coe, all my ſelfe am yours, pet haue thig care, 
To lodge in London with all ſecreſie, 
Our vncle Lincolne hath (beſides his owne) / 
Manp a icalous eye, that in your face 
Stares only to watch meanes fo2 your diſgrace. 
Enter Sy. Eyre, his wife, Hodge, Firks, Jane and Rafe with a peeve. 
Eyre, Leaue whining , leaue whining , away with this 
whimp2ing,this puling, theſe blubhering teares,and theſe wet 
eyes , Ale get thy huſband diſcharged J warrant thee ſweets 
Jane : go too, 
Hodge. Paiſter heere be the Captaines. 
Eyre. Pcace !lodge, huſht you knane, huchk. 
Ficke, Here be the Canaliers and the T22oncls, maiſter. 
Eyre. Peace Firke, peace my ſlae Firke, ſtand by with pour 
piſhery paſheryp. away, % am a man of the belt pꝛeſence, Ale 
ſprake to them and they were Popes: Gentlemen, Captatues, 
Colonris, Commanders, bzaue men, bzaue leaders, map it 
plcaſe pau to gums me audience, I am Simon Eyre the mad 
S\\omater of Tower ürat, this wench with the mealp 
mouth is np wiſe Jcan tell pou; Heeres Hodge mp man, 
and my foze-man ; here s Firke my fine firking tournepman, 
and this his blubbered lane, all we come to be Suters faz this 
honeſt Rate, keepe hun at hone, and as J am atrue @homa- 
ker, and a Gentleman of the Gentle Craft, buy (purres your 
ſcife, and Ile find pou bats theſe ſeauen peares. 
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the Gentle Craft. - ' 


Wife, ®ranen peares huſband ? 

Eyre, Peace Pid2iffs peace, J know what I doe, peace. 

Ficke. Truely maiſter Co2mo2ant, you ſhall dee Cod gad 
ſernice to let Rate and dis wife tay together, ſhee's a voung 
new married woman, if you take her huſband away from her 
a night you vndoe her, ſhe may begge in the day tune, foz bees 
as good a wozkeman at a pzicke and an awle, as any is in 
dur Trade. 

Jane. O let him ſtay, elſe I Chall be vndone. 

Firke, { trucly, the ſhall be laid at one fide like a paire of old 
ſhoocs elſe, and be occupied fo2 no vſe. 

Lacy. Trrely my friends it lies not in my power, 

The Londoners are pʒeſt, paid and ſet fozth 
By the L 02d Maioꝛ, I cannot change a man. 

Hodge. Why then pou were as gos be a Co2poygll as 4 
Colanel, if pon cannot diſcharge onegood fellow, and J tell 
pou true I thinke you doe moze then you can anſwer, to pzefle 
a man within a yeare and a day of hes marriage. 

Eyre, Well ſaid naglancholly Hodge, gramarcy my fins 
koꝛeman. 

ie. Truely Gntlemen it were ill done ez ſuch as you fs 
fand ſs ſfiffely againſt a poozs young wife, conſidering der 
caſe, ſhe is new married but let that paſſe: J p2ay deale not 
rougt ly with her, her huſband is a poung man and but newly 
entred, but let that paſſe. 

Eyre, Away with pour piſherp paſherv, your pols and your 
edipols, peace Pidaſſe, ſilence Ciſly Bumtrincket , let your 
head ſpeake. 

Firke, Pea and the hoznes tm, maſfer. 

Eyre, To ſone, my fine Firke too ſoone: peace ſronnd3els, 
ſ& pon this man : Captaines yon will not releaſe him, well 
let him goe he is a p2oper ſhot, let him vaniſh, peace laue-d2ic 
vp thy teares, theple make his ponder dankiſh, take hun dzane 
men, Hector of Troy was an Vackneyp to him, Hercules and 
Termagant ſtoundzels, Pzince Arthurs round Table, by the 
Le2d of Ludgate, nere fed ſuch a tall, ſuch a dapper \wozaman 
by the life of Pharo, a Hau reſolute ſwezeman, peacs lane 
I ſay no n10ze, mad knaues. 

2 Fixke, 


— —— 


A pleaſam Comedy of 
— . DO Hodge hols up ͤ„.: nemmerntat 
aus fe 

Hodge. Rafe th'art a Gull by this hand and then gest. 

Ax. I am glad (go) maiſter Eyre) it is mp hap 
To mt ſo refolute a ſouldier : 

Traft me, foz your repozt and lone to him, 
A common flight regard ſhall not reſpec him. 
Lacy. Is thy name Rafe: 

Rafe, Fes fir. 

Lacy. Giue me thy hand, 

Thou ſhalt not want as J am a Gentleman. 
Woman be pa tient, God (no doubt) will ſexy 
Chy huſband ſafe againe, but he muſt goe, 
His Countries quarrell ſayes it muſt be (9. 

Hodge. Ch axt a gull by my ftirrop, if thou doſt not gee, J 
will not baue thee ſtrike thy gimlet into theſe weake veſſells, 
pzicke thine enemies Raph. Enter Dodger. 

Dodger. Py Loꝛd pour Uncle on the Tower / Mill, 
tapes with the Lozd Pais: and the Aldermen, 
Anddoth rea uoſt you with all (ped you may 
To haſten thither. Exit Dodger, 

Askew. — vs got. 

— odger, runne pau befoze, tell them we como, 
wr or Unkles 
— — 
He ſets moze diſcozd of g noble houſe, 
By one dayes bzaching in his pickthanke tales, 
Then can be ſalu d againe in twenty peares, 
And he I fears ſhall goe with vs to France, 
To pꝛie into our actions. 

Askew, Cherefoze Coze, 
At ſhall behoue pon to be circamſpect. 

Lacy. Feare not good Copen. Raph, hie to your Colours. 

Raph. I muff becauſe there is no remedy, 
But gentle maiſter and my louing dame. 

As yon haue alwayes beene a friend to me, 
Do in my abſence thinke vpon my wife. 
Iane. Alaſſe my Raph. 


Wiſe. 


the Gentle Craſt. 


Wife, She cannot ſpeake fo; waping. 

Eyre. Peace you crackt groats,you muſterd tokens diſquict 
not the bꝛaue ſoldier,go thy wapes Raph. 

Jane, J, I, pou bid hun go, what ſhall i doe when he is gon? 
Fir, Why be doing with me 02 my fellow Hodge be not idle. 

Eyre, Let me ſ& thy hand lane, this fine hand, this white 
hand, theſe pꝛettp fingers muſt ſpin, mult card, muſt wozke, 
wozke you bumbaſt cotten candle-Queane, wozke foz your li. 
ning with a pore to you, hold ther ap bere's fine ixpences 
fo; ther; fight fo2 the honour of the Centle Craft, fo: the 
Gentlemen Shomakers , the couragions Cozdwainers, the 
flower of . Partins the mad knaues of Bedlem, Fletftret, 
Tower firet and White- Chappell, crack me the crownes of 
the French knaues, a poxeon them, cracke them, fight by the 
L 92d of Ludgate, fight my fme boy. 

Firke, Pere Raph , here's twotwopences , to carry into 
France, the third ſhall waſh our ſoules at parting,(foz ſozrow 
is die) ſoʒ my ſake firke the Baſa mon cues, 

Hodge, Raph, 4 am heauy at parting, but heres a ſhilling 
fo: thee, God ſend ther to cram thy ſlops with French crownes, 
and thy enemies bellies with bullets. 

Raph. I thanke you maiſter, and I thanke pou all: 

Now gentle wiſe, my louing lonely lane, 

Nich men at par ting giue their wines rich gifts, 
Jewells and rings to grace their lilly hands, 
Thou know ſt our trade makes rings fo2 womens hales : 
Pere take this pairs of ſhooes cut out by Hodge, 
Stitcht by my fellow Firke, ſeam d by my ſelfe, 
Made vp and pinckt with letters foz thy name, 
Wears them my deers lanc,fo2 thy huſbands ſake, 
And euery mozning when thou pul'ſt them on, 
Remember me, and pzap foz my returne, 

Make much of them fo2 I baue made them ſo. 
That 1 can know them fron a thouſand mo. 


Sund Drum, Enter L. Mater, Lincolne, Lacy, Ah Dodger, 
and Soldiers they paſſe auer the Stage Naſe fals in among [t them, 


Firkeand the reſt cry farewell cc. and ſo Exon. 
B 3 Enter 
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Enter Reſe alone making a Garland, 
Heere fit thou downe vpon this flowzy banker, 
And make a Carland fog thy Lacies head, 
Theſe Wines, theſe Roſes,ond theſe Uiolets, 
Theſe bluſhing Gillyflowers. theſe Parigolds, 
The faire embzopdery of his Cozonet, 

Carry not balfe ſuch beanty in their ch&kes, 

As the (wert countenance of my Lacy deth. 

O my moſt vykinde father O my ftarres ! 
Why lour d peu ſo at my Natinitp, 

To make me love, yet linerob'dof my lou: 
Pere os a theefe am I impꝛiſoned 

( Fo2 mp deere Lacie's fake) within thoſe walles, 
Which by my fatbers coſt were builded vp 

Fo? better purpoſes : here muſt Ylanguiſh 

Foz him that doth as much lament (1 know) Enter $7640, 
Pine abſence, as ſoz bim J pine in wor. 

Sib, Cod mozrow young Piſlris, J am ſure peu make 
that Garland foz mee, againft I hall bee Lady of the 
harueft, 

Role, Sibill, what newes at London ? 

Sib. None but god: wp Lo2d Palo? pour father and mat- 
ler Philpor your vucle. and maſter Scot pour Couſin, any 
Multis trigborttome by Docte Commons, da all by my troth 
ſend yon moſt hearty cemmendations. 

Roſe. Did Lacy ſend kindgretings to his lone : 

Sib © yes, out of cry by my troth, I ſcant knew him, here 
aworraſcerfe , and here a ſcarfe , bers a bunch of fethers 
and ere pꝛetious ſtones andiewells, and a paire of garters! 
© mor trous like one of our yellow fine Curtaines, at home 
bett in ©ld-fozd houſe, bere in maifter Bellymounts cham 
ter, I ffod at our doe in Cone hill, lookt at him, het at me 
indeed, ſpaketo him, tut hee to me, not a wod, marry gip 
thought J with a wanion,he paſt by me as proud, marry fob, 
are yon growne humozovs thought J : and ſo ſhut the daze 
and in J came. 

Roſe. O Sibill, how dot thou my Lacy Weng: 


Py Rowland is as gentle as a lambe, 


o 


the Gentle Craft. 


No Done was euer halfe ſo mild as he. 
Sibil. Pild? yea as a buchell of fampt crabs , be lokt vp- 
on me as ſowꝛe as beriuice:go thy waies thought I thou maiſt 
be much in my gaſkins, but nothing in my neatherſtockes: thes 
ispour fault miſtris,to loue him that loues not pon he thinkes 
ſcozne to doe as he's done to, but if I were as pou, Ide cry, go 
by leronimo , gov by, Ide ſet mine old debts again my new 
dziblets, and the Dares fot againſt the Gooſe-aiblets , fo2 U 
ener I ſigh when lepe J ſhould take, pꝛay God I may loſe 
my mayden head when J wake. 
Roſe, Mill my loue leaue me then and go to France: 
§ibil. J know not that, but Jam ſure I ſ& hun falke be- 
foze the ſonldiers , by my troth he is a pzopper man, but, he is 
pꝛoper that pꝛoper doth, let him goe ſnick-vp poung ꝙiſtris. 
Role, Get thee to London, and learne perfectly, 
Whether my Lacy go to France oz no: 
Doe this, and J will giue thee fo2 thy paines, 
Py Cambzicke apꝛon, and mp Romiſh Cloues, 
Py Purple ſtockings, and a ſtomacher, 
Sap, wilt thou do this Sib ill, foʒ mp ſake z 
Sib. ill Jquoth a: at whoſe ſute £ by my troth pes, Ale 
go, a cambyicke apꝛon, gleues, and a paire of purple ſtockings 
and a fomacher, Ile ſweat in purple miſtris fo; pou , ils taks 
any thing that comes a Cads name, © rich, a Cambzicke a- 
pon; faith then haue at vp tailes all, Jie go Iggy Joggy to 
London, and be here ina trice poung Piſkris. 
Role, Doſa god Sibill mcane time wzetched J, 
Al it and figh fo2 his loſt company. Exit, 
Enter Rowland Lacy like a Dutch Shooe- maker. 
Lacy. Dow many ſhapes haue gods and kings deuiſoe, 
Thereby to compaſſe their deſired loues 7 
It is no ſhame foz Kolvland Lacy then, 
To cloth his cunning with the Gentle Craft, 
Tat thus diſguiſd, I may vnkaowae poſſeſſe, 
The oncly happy pꝛeſence of mp Roſe : 
Foz her haue I fozſake my chacge in France, 
Jncard the Kings diſplcaſure,ano ſtird vp 
Rough hatred in mine vncle Lincolacs bell: 
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O lone. how powerfull art thon, that canſt change 
High birth to bareneſſe, and a noble mind, 
To the meane ſemblance of a Shomaker ! 
But thus it muſk be ; foz her cruell father, 
Mating the ſingle vnton of our ſoules, 
Path ſecretly conuey'd mp Roſe from London, 
To bare me of her pzeſonce, but I truſt 
Foztune and this diſauiſe will further me 

Once mote to view her beauty, gaine der fight: 
Vere in Tower-ftreet with tyre the Shomaker, 
Meane 1 a while to wozke, A know the trade, 
Ilearne it when J was in Witremberge, 

Then chere thy hoping ſpirits, be not diſmaid, 
Thou canſt not want doe Foztune what the can, 
The Gentle C raft is liuing foz a man. Exit, 


Enter Eyre making bimſelfe ready. 
+ Eyre, Whers be theſe boyes , theſe Girles, theſe dzabbes, 
theſe ſcoundzels, they wallow in the fatbzewis of my bounty, 
and liche vp the crun's of my table, pet will not riſe to ſee my 
walkes clenſed : como out pon peuder-befe.queanes , what 
Nan, what Madge Mumble-cruſt, come out yon fat Pidritfe- 
ſwag belly whozes , and ſwepe me theſe kennells, that the 
norſome filth effend not the noſes of my neighbours : what 
Firke I ſay, what Hodge, open my hey windowes , what 
Firke I (ay. Emer Firke, 
#8 Firke, © Paiſter, iſt yon that ſpeake bandog and Bedlam 
tis moꝛning, wos in a dzeame, and muſed what mad man 
was got into the ſtreet ſo early, hane you d2unke this mozning 
that your thzoat is fo cle re? 
Eyre, Ah well ſaid Firke, well ſaid Firke, to wozke my fine 
knaue,to wozke, waſh thy ſace, and thou lt be moze bleſt. 
Firke, Let them weſh my face that will eat it, god maiſter 
ſend fo; a @quſe: wife if you tu til have my face cleaner. 
Enter Hodge. 
Eyre . Away ſlonen auaunt ſconndzell,god mozrow Hodge, 
god mozrow my fino Foze-man. 
Hodge, © Maiſter, God mozrow, pare —_——— 
L 
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birre's u fairs moming , god mozrow Firke, I could hans 
lle yt this houre, here's a baut day toward, 
Eyre. © baſt to wozke my fine Foze-man, hatt to woꝛke. 
Fuke. Paiſter, J am dʒyt as duſt ts heare my fellow Roger 
falke of faire weather, let vs pꝛav fog god leather, and let 
Clownes and Plow-boyes and thoſe that wozke im the firldg 
2ap fo; bꝛaue dapes, wee wozke in a dzy ſhoppe, what care I 
it raine 7 Enter Exres Wire. 
Eyre. Yow now dome Margery can pouſee to riſe : (rip any 


| goe, call vy the dzabs vont maides. 


Wife. Ste to riſe 7 I hope tis tune enongh, tis early enengh 
fo: any Woman to bee ſcene abꝛoad, J marnaile how many 
wines in Towerftreet are vp ſo ſoone: Gods ws tis not none 
berres a pawling. 

Eyre, Peace M argery,prace, where's Cifly Bumcrinker pour 
maid / hee has a pztup fault, ſhe farts in her lape , call the 
queane bp , if my men want @-thzced, Ile ſwing her in 


a Þtirrop. | | 
Firke, Pet that's but a dzye beating, here's ſtill a ſigns of 
| dzought. Emer Lacy raging, 


Lacy Der was cen boze van gelderiand, F3olick & byexr 
e was als dzonke be caldnpet land. vpſolce ſe byen, 

Cap eens de cauneken dzinck ſcheue mannekin. 

Funke. Þaiſter, foz my life ponders a bzother of the Gentle 
Craft, if he beare not Saint Hughe's bones He'fozfeit wry 
bones hee s ſome vplandub wozkman, hire hun god maiſter, 
that J may learne ſomes gibble gabble, twill make vs wozke 
the faſter. 

Eyre. Peace Firke, a hard wozld let him pal. let him vaniſh, 
we haue tournepmen enow, peace my fine Firke. 

Wife, Nap nay p are beſt follow your mans cormcell, pou 
ſhall ſe what will come ont we haue not men enow, but we 
muſt entertaine cuery batterboxe ; but let that paſſe. 

Hoage. Dame. faze God if my mailter follow pour counſell 
her le conſume little berfe, he all ve glad of men, and hee can 
catch them. 

Fuke. J that he wall. 

„ and 1 warrant « unt 
woes 


_ _ — —_— — — - 
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. wozkenemn :Paiſtet farewell, dame adue, if ſuch « nan as hs 


cannot finde wozke , Hodge is not foz you Offer to goe, 

Eyre, Stay my fine Hodge. 

Firke, Faith and pour fozeman gos, dame pou ninft take a 
journey to ſethe a new tonrnepman , if Roger remoue , Fuke 
followes, if Saint Hughes bones ſhall not bee ſet a wozke, 1 
may pꝛicke mins awle in the wals, and goe play: fare ve wel 
maſter, God buy dame. 

Eyre, Tarty my fine Hodge, my bziſke fozeman, ay Firke, 
peace pudding bzoth, by the Led of Ludgate I loue my men 
as my life, peace you gallimaufrep, Hodge, if hee want 
wozke Jie hire him, one of vou to him, ſtav he comes to vs. 

Lacy, Geeden dach meeſter, end v wo dak. 

Firke. Nailes if I ſhould ſpeake after him without dzinking, 
I ſhould thoak,e pen friend Dake; are pou of the gentle craft 

Lacy. Paw, paw, ich beene den ſkomaker. 


Firke, Denſkamaker quoth a, and hearke pon (ſkomaker, | 


haut vou all your tosles, a god rubbing pin, a gov Kopper, 
a god d2effer, pour foure ſo2ts of Aules, and pour two balles 
of ware, pour paring knife, vour hand and thambe-leathers, 
and god Saint Hughe's bones toſmoth vp your wozke. 

Lacy. Paw, paw, bee niet voz veard, th hab all de dingen, 
vour mack ſkeoes grit and cloane. 

Firke. Ya, ha, god maiſter hire him, heele make me laugh ſo 
that 4 ſhall wozke moze in mirth then I can in earneſt. 

Eyre. tere pou friend, haue you any ſuill in the miſtery of 
Cozdwaers: 

Lacy. Jck wet niet wat pou ſeg ich verſtaw you niet. 

Firke; Whp thus man, Ich verſte v niet, quoth a. 

Paw, paw, paw, ick can dat well doen. 

Firke, Paw,yaw; heſpeaks vawiug like a Jacke daw, that 
gapes to be fed with cheoſs curdes, O heels gine a villanous 
pul! at a caa of double beevs, but Hodge, a IJ haue the ban 
tage, wre muſt deut firs, breanſe wee are the eldeſt Jour- 
nepmen. 

Eyre. What is thy name:? 

Lacy. Hans, Hans Meulter. 


Wu. O — uten. 
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taine him, Firke bid him welcome, com Hans, runut wie, biy 
pour maids,your frullibubs, make ready my fins mens bzeak- 
faſts : to him Hodge, 

Hedge, Hans, th art welcome, vſe thy ſelfe ſriendly, fo: we 
are god fellowes, if nat, thou ſhalt be fought with, wert thou 
bigger then a Gyant. 

Firk, Vea, and dꝛunk with wert thou Gargancua, my maiſtsr 
keeps ns Cowards, 1 tell thee : hog, bop, bing him an heele- 
block, heeres a new Journsp man. 

Enter Boy, 

Lacy, O ich werſte, you Ich moet ten halne doen Cans 

betalen: here boy nempt'disſkilling, tap tens freelicke. 
Exit Boy, 

Fyre, Nuicke ſnipper ſnapper ,away Firke, ſcow3e thy th; oat 

thou ſhalt waſh it with Caſtilian liquaz, Exter Boy. 
Come my laſt of the fines, gine mee a Can, baue to the 
Hans, here Hodge, here Firke , dine you mad Orekes, 
and wozke like true Tropans , and pay foz Simon Eyre the 
Shomaker, here Hans and th art welcome. 

Firke. Ls dame, vou would haue loſt a god ſellow that will 
teach vs tolaugh, this beere came hopping in well, 

Wiſe. Simon, it is almoft ſeauen. 

Eyte. Iſt ſo dame clapper dudgeon, iff ſeauen a clocke, and 
my mens bꝛeakfaſts not ready: trip and go pou ſowſk cunger, 
away, come pon madde Yiperbozeans, follow me Hodge, fol- 
low me Hans, come after my fine Fuke, to wozke to wozks 
& while and then to Bꝛeakfaſt. Exit. 

Firke, Holt, yaw, yaw, god Hans, though my maiſter haue 
no moze wit but to call you afoze me, I am not ſo fooliſh to gos 
behind pou, A being the elder Journeyman. Ereunt. 

Holowing within, Emter Warner and Hammon, 
like Hunters, 

Hammon, Coſen, beate enery bzake , the game's not farrs, 
LT his wap with winged feet he fled from death, 

Whilſt the purſuing hounds ſenting his ſteps, 

Find ont his bigh-way to deſtruction. 

Beſides, the Millers boy told me evon now, 

Ve aw him take ſoyle * hallowed hun; 
S 
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Affirmivg dim ſo emboſt, 
That long de could not hold. 


A pleaſant Comedy of 


Warner. If it be ſo, 


Cis belt we trace theſe meddowes by Dld- Fozd. 


A noyſe of banter: within, enter a boy, 
Hammon, Yow now boy, where's the Deere? ſpeake, ſawſi 
thou him 7 
Boy. © pea, 3 ſawhim lcape thzough a hedge , and then 9- 
uer a ditch, then at my Lo2d Bato2s pale ouer het (kipt me, 
and in he went me, and holla the hunters cride, and there bop, 
there boy, but there he is a wine honeſty, 
Ham, Boy God amercy. Coſen lets away. 
I hope I ſhall find better ſpoꝛt to day. Exennt, 
Hunting within, enter Roſe and & ibill, 
Roſe. Why Sib1ll, wilt thou pꝛoue a Foꝛreſter : 
$1bill, Upon ſome no, fozreſter goe by: no farth ꝙiſtris, the 
Derre tame running into the Barne , thꝛough the ©:chard 
and ouer the pale, J wot well, J lok t as pale as a aew chaſe 
ts ſee hum but whip (ates godman Pincloſe vp with his flaile, 
and our Nicke with a pꝛong. and dow he fell. and they vpon 
him, and I vppon them, by my troth we had (ach ſpozt, and in 
ths end wee ended him, his thꝛoat wes cut, lead him, bn- 
hoꝛnd him, and my Lo2d Paio? ſhall eate of him anon when 
pee comes. 
Horner ſour d within, 
Roſe. Yeark heark, the Hunters come, pare beſt take herd, 
they'l haue a ſaying to pou foz this deed. 
Enter Hammon, Warner, Huntſmen, and boy. 
Ham, God ſaue pou faire Ladies. 
Sibill. Ladies, C groſſe ! 
VVar. Came not a Bucke this way? 
Roſe. No, but two Dees, 
Ham. And which way went they ? faith wel hunt at thoſe. 
Sibi!l. At thoſe - vpon ſome no: when, can you tell? 
V Var, Upon ſome, J. 
Sibill. Od Loꝛd. 
VVar. Wounds then farewell. 


Ham, Boy, which way went he | 
Boy, This 
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Boy. This way ſir he ran, 
Ham, This way he ran indeed, faire Piffris Rote, 
Our game was lately in your o:chardſ@ne. 
War, Can you aduiſe which way he twke his flight: 
Sibil, Follow your noſe, his hoznes will guide pou right. 
War. Th art a mad wench. 
Sbil. O rich 
Role, Truft me, not J, 
At is not like that the wild foꝛreſt dere, 
Would come ſo neare to places of reſo2t, 
Y du are dect iu d, he fled ſame other way. 
War, Thich way my ſuger · candy, can pou ſhew : 
Sibil. Come vp god honniſops,vpon ſome, na. 
Reſe, Wiby doe pon ſfay and not purſue pour game : 
Sibil. Ile hold my life their hunting nags be lame. 
Ham, A dere. moze dere is found within this place. 
Roſe, But not the Dere(ſir)which you had in chaſe, 
Ham, I chat d the dere, but this deere chaſeth me. 
Roſe, The ſtrangeſt hunting that ener I ſ&, 
But where's pour Parke: 
She offers to goe away. 
Ham, Tis here: © flap. 
Roſe, Ampale me, and then J will not fray. 
War, They wzangle wench, we are moze kind then they, 
Sibil. What kind ot heart is that (dere heart) you ſake * 
War, A Þart, decre heart. 
Sibil. Who ener ſaw the like ? 
Roſe. Tolwſe pour heart, is t poſſible yon can: 
Ham. My beart is laſt. 
Roſe, Alarke god Gentleman. 
Ham, This poze lo ſi heart would I wich vou might find. 
Roſe, You by ſuch luck might pꝛoue your heart a hind, 
Ham, Why Luck had haznes ſo hane A heard ſoins ſay ? 
Roſe. Now God and t be his wil ſend luck into pour way, 
Enter L. Major, and ſetuants. 
L. Ma. What ꝙ. Hammen, welcome ta ald Fond. 
Sibil. Gods pittikins, hands off fx. heres my Lo. 


L. Ma, A heart you had ul luce, and loſt pour game. 
C3 Ham. 
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Ham. Tis true my Lo2d. 
L. Ma. J am ſozry fa; the ſame, 
What Gentleman is this? 

Ham. Pp other in law. 

L. Ma. Y art welcome both th Foztune offers you 
Into my hands vou ſhall not part from hence, 
Untill you haue refrecht pour weariedlimbes, 

Go Sibell couer the bod, vou ſhall be gueſt 
To no god cheare, but enen a hunters fealk. 

Ham. 1 thanke pour Lo2dſhip : couſen, on my life, 
Fo? our loft veniſon ,J ſhall find a wife. 

L. Ma. In gentlemen, Ile not be abſent long, 
This Hammon is a pzoper Gentleman, 

A cittizen by birth, fairely allide, 

How fit an huſband were he foz my girle : 

Well, J will in, and do the beſt J can, 

To match my daughter to this Gentleman. Exit, 


Exeunt, 


Enter Lacy,Skipper, Hodge, and Firke. ; 

Skip, Ick ſalyow wat ſeggen Bans , dis skip dat comen 
from Candy is alwol , by gots ſacrament , van ſugar, cinef, 
almond , Cambzick , end alle dingen towſand towſand ding, 
nempt it Vans, nempt it voz v meefter , daer be de bils van 
laden, your meeſter Symon Cpꝛs ſal hae god copen wat ſeg- 
gen pow Vans. 

Firke, Wat ſeggen de reggen de topen, flopen , laugh 
Hodgelaugh. 

Lacic, Mine liener bꝛoder Firke , bzingt meaſter Eyre lot 
det figne vn ſwannekin, dare ſal pou finve dis ſkipper end 
me, wat ſeggen pow bzoder Firke * doot it Hodge, come 
Skipper. Exeunt 

Firke, Bꝛing him qd. you, heeres no knaue ty, to bzing my 
mailer to bay a ſhip, wozth the lading of 2. 02 3. hundzed 
thouſand pounds alas that's nothing, a trific,a bable Hodge. 

Hod. The truth is Firke , that the Parchant owner of the 
Ship dares not ſhew his head, and therefoze this Skipper that 
deales fo; him, fo2 the lone he beares to Hans , offers my ma- 
der Eyre a bargaine in the commodities, rn" 
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nable day of pd ment, he may ſell the wares by that time and 
be an huge gainer bimlelle. 

Firk. Pea,but tau my fellow Hans lend my Matter twenty 
p2open tines as au earneſt 

Hod. Poztegues thou wouldſt ſay,berethey be Firke, 
bark, they gingle iu my pocket line Mary Queries bels. 

Enter Eyre and his wife, 

Firk, Mum here comes mp Dame and my Pailker , ſheels 
ſcold on mylife, foz loptering this Monday. bat al's one, lot 
them all ſap what they can, Ponday's our holyday. 

Vie. Pau ſing fir ſancs,but I beſhzew your youre. 

I feare fo; this pour ſinging we ſhall ſmart. 

Firk. Smart fe; me Dame, why Dame, why 7 

Hod. Paiſter, J hope potole nat ſuffer my Dame ts take 
downe your Jour nepmen. 

Firk, If ſhe take me downe , Ile take her bp , yra and taks 
ber downe to a butten-hole lower. 

Eyre. Peacs Firke , not J Hodge, by the life af Pharzo , by 
the Lo2d of Ludgate by this beard , enery hae whereof I va- 
lue at a Kings ranſame, the ſhall not wedale with you pears 
you bumbaſt-cotten-candle queane , away Queene of Clubs 
quarrelnot with me and my mon, with me and my fine Fuke, 
ile uus you if pou dos. 

Wiſe. Pea pta man peu may bſe me as you pleaſe : but let 
that paſſe. 

Eyre, Let it paſſe, let it vaniſh away: peace, am I not Si- 
men Eyre? att not theſe my bzane men: aut Shomakers, 
all gentlemen of the Gentle Craft:Pyzince am I none, yet am 
Jnobly bozne , as being the ſole (anne of a @homaker, away 
rubbiſh, vaniſh, melt melt like kitchm tuffe 

Wiſe, Bea, pea, tis well, I muſt be cald rubbiſh , kitchin- 
finffe,foz a ſo2t of knaues. Mc 

/ Pirke. Nay dame, pau ſhall not weepe and wave in woe 
foz me : maſter Ile tay no longer, here's a cuentozy of my 
ſhop tales:adue maiſter, Hodge farewell, 

Hodge. Nap (tap Fuke, thou ſhalt nat goo along. 

| Wiſe. I pzapiet ther goe.thare he moe m ldes then Pai 


un, muse men then t10dge,and moze toles.then tue. 121 
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Firke, Fnoles nailes if N tarrynow, I would my guts 
might be turnd ts ſho-th:ead. 

Hed. And it J tap. Ipꝛay God J map be turndto a Turk, 
and ſet in Finſbury fo; boies to ſhote at: come Firke. 

Eyre, Stay my fine knaues, you armes of my trade, you 
pillars of me p2ofefſion. What , ſhall a tittie tattles wean 
make pou fozſake Simona Eyre : anaunt Kitchinſtuffe , rippe 
pou bzowne bzead tanntking , out of mylight, moue mie not, 
haue not A tane you from ſelling Tripes in Caſtcheape , and 
fet you in my op , and made pon hails fellow with Simon 
Eyre the Shomaker : and now doe pon deale thus with my 
Journep men: Looke pou powder-befe queaue on the face 
sf Hodge heeres aface o a Lord. 

Firke, And herrs a face foz any Lady in Chziſfendome. 

Eyre. Rip yon chitterling, auaunt boy. bid the Tapfter of 
the Bozes head fill mea doozen Cannes of bire foz my fours 


nepmen. 

Firke, A dozen Cans : © aue, Hodge now Ile tap. 

Eyre. And the knaut fils any moze then two, he payes fo 
them: aſdoozen Cans of Biere foz mp Journpmen, heere pou 
mad Meſopotamians , waſh peur liucrs with this liquour, 
where be the odde ten? no moze Padge , no moze, well ſaid, 
dzink and to woꝛke: what wozk doſt thou Hodge: what wozk. 

Hod. Jam a making a paire of ſhooes foz mp Led Baiozs 
daughter, miſtreſſe Role. 

Firk, And J a paireof hoes foz Sibill my Logos maide, 1 
deale with her, 

Eyre, Sibill : fie, defile not thy fine wozkemanlp fingers 
with the fate of Kitchinſtuffe , and baſting ladles, Ladies of 
the Court, fine Ladies, my lads, commit their ttt to our ap- 
pareling, put grolſs wozke to Hans: yarke and ſeame : parks 
and ſeame. 

Firk, Foz parking and ſeaming let me alone eq I come tat. 

Hod. Mell maiſter all this is from the bias, doe you re 
member the Ship my fellow Hans told pou of, the Skipper 
a————_—— — — — 

earneſt , if you ga thzough » you cannot chog 
but be a Lozdat leaſt, | oh 
uke. 


\ 
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Fick. Nay dame, if my maiſter pꝛous not a Lozd, and yon 


4 Lady, hang me. 


\ W le. ta like inough. it you may lopter and tippe thus. 
Fitk. Tipple Dame : no we haue bene bargaining with 
Skellum @kanderbag : can yon Dutch ſp:caken foz a Shippe 
of Silke Cipꝛeſſe, laden with Sugar Candy, 
Enter the boy with a veluet coate, and an Aldermans 
gowne,Eyre puts it on. 

Fyr, Peace Firke "ſilence tittle tattle: Hodge, ile go though 
with it, hers a ſeale ring, and I haue ſent foz a garded gowne, 
anda damaſk Caſock , ſe where it comes, loke here Maggy 
helpe me Firke,apparrell me Hodge, filke and ſatten pon mad 
Philiſtines,ſilke and ſatten. 

Firk, Va, ha, my maiſter will be as pzoud'ns'a dogge in 4 
dublet, all in beaten damaſke and veluet. 

Eyr. Softly Firke , fo; rearing of the nap , and wearing 
th:ead-bare my garments : how doſt thou like me Firke e how 
do Jioke,my fine Hodge, 

Hod. Mhy nowpon loke like pour ſelſe matſfer , J war 
rant vou, ther s few in the city, but will giue you the wall, 
and come vpon pou with the right wozſhipfull. 

Fik, Natles my maiſter lokes like a thzed- bare cloake 
new turn d, and d2ef$: Lo2d, Lov, to ſ what god raunent 
doth-dame, dame, are pou net enamoured ? 

Eyr.Vow ſaiſt thou Maggy, am I not bziſke-am I not fine? 

Wife, Fine: by my froth ſweat heart very fine by my troth 
I ncuer likt thee ſo well in my life wart heart. But let that 
paſſe, I warrant there be many women in the citty hane not 
ch handſame huſbands, but ovely fo2 their apparcll, but let 
that paſſe to. Enter Hans and Skipper. 

Hans. Coddenday meſter. dis be de ſkipper dat heb deſkip 
van marchandice , de commodity ben good , nempt it meſter, 
newpt it. 

Ayr, God a mercy Hans, welteme &kipper, where lies this 
chip of Barchandice ? 

Skip. De ſkip beene in rovere:do2 be ban ſugar , civet , Al- 
monds, Cambzicke , and a towſand towſand tings, gots (a- 
trament, nempt it meſter, ve ſal heb god copen. 

D Ficke, 
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Firk. To him maiſter, D ſwert maiſter , O fwet wares, 
Pꝛunec s, Almons, Dnger-candyp, Carrat rots, Turnups, © 
bzane fatting meat. let not a man buy a nutmeg but your ſelfe. 

Eyre,Peace Firke,come Skipper, Ile got aboꝛd with pou, 
Hans haue pon made him dꝛinke; 

Skip. Paw, paw ic heb veale ge dzunke. 

Eyre. Come Hans follow me: Skipper, thou ſhalt haue my 
tountenancein the Cittp. Excunt. 

Firk, Paw heb veale ge dzunke , quoth a: they map well 
be called butter boxes, when they dꝛinke fat veale, aud thicke 
brate ta: but come Dame, J hope poule chide vs no moze. 

Wife. Po faith Firke , no perdy Hodge, Ids fale honour 
crepe vpon me, and which is moze., a certaine riſing in my 
ficſh, but let that paſſe. | 

Firke, Riſing in pour fleſh doe pon fle ſap you : I you may | | 
be with child but why ſhould not mp maſter kale a riſing in 
his fleſh, hauing a gowne and a gold ring on, but you are ſuch 
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a ſhzew,ypoule ſone pull him downe. 
Wife, Va, ha, pꝛethe peace, thou makf my wozſhip laugh, 
but let that paſſe : come ile goe in Hodge, pzetbe goe befoze 
me, Firke follow me. 
Fick. Firke doth follow , Hodge paſſe out in ſtate, Exeunt. 
Enter Lincelne and Dodger, 
Lin. Vow now god Dodger, whats the newes in France: 
Dodg My Lo:d. vpon the cightenth dap of Pay, 
The french and Cngliſh were pzepared to fight, 
Each fide with cager tury gaue the figne 
Ef a moſt hot encounter. nue long houres 
Both armies fought together: at the length, 
The lot of victozy fell on our ſides, | 
ZTwelne thouſand of the Frenchmen that day dive, 
Fourc thouſand Engliſh, and no man ol name, 
But Captaine Hyam,and pong Ardington, 
Two gallant Gentlemen, I knew them well. 
Lis. Cut Dodger pꝛethæ tell mc in this fight, 
Vow did my cozen Lacy beare hunſelte ? 
D vg. Sy Lo2d pour cozen Lacy was not there, T 
Lin. Not there? Dod. Nom god Lov. 
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Lin. Sure thon miffakeſt, 
1 ſaw him chipt, and a thouſand eyes beſide 
Were witneſſe of the farewels which he gane, 
When J with weeping cies bid him adew : 
Dodger take heed. 

Dodg. Þy Lo2d Jam adniſde, 
That what I ſpeake is true: to pꝛoue it lo, 
His cozen Askew that ſupplide his place, 
Sent me foz him from France, that ſecretly 
He might conuey himſelfe hither. 

Lin, Iſt enen ſo, 
Dares he ſo careleſſely venture his life, 
Upon the indignation of a Ling? 
Vath he diſpiſd mp loue, and ſpurnd thoſe fanours 


| Which J with pꝛodigall hand powzed on his hend: 


He ſhall repent his raſhneſſe with his ſoule, 
Since of mplone he makes no eſtimate, 

Ile make him wich he had not knowne my hate, 
Thou haſt no other newes - | 

Dodg. None elſe my Lo2d. 

Linc, None wozſe J know thon haft: pzocnre the King 
To tro une his giddy bzowes with ample hanozs, 
Send him cheefe Colonell,and all my hope 
Thus to be dalht ? but tis in vaine to grieue, 

One enill cannot a wozſe releue : 

Upon mp life X haue found out this plot, 

The old dog L oue that fawnd vpon him ſs, 
Lone to that puling girle,bis faire cherkt Roſe, 
The Lozd Maioꝛs daughter hath diffracted hum, 
And in the fire of that lones lunacy, 

Vath be burnt vp dimſeife, conſum d his crevtt, 
Loft the Kings loue, pea and I feare his life, 
Onelp to get a wanton to his wife : 

Dodger, it is ſo. 

Dodg. I frare ſo my god Leid. 

Linco. It is ſo, nay ſure it cannot be, 

1 am at mp wits end Dodger, 

Dodg. Pea my L93d. 
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Lin, Chou art acquainted with mp Nephewes haunts, 
Spend this gold foz thy paines gs ſeeks him out, 
Watch at my Led Paiozs,there ( ifhe line) 

Dodger, thou ſhalt be ſure to meete with hun: 

P2ethee be diligent. Lacy, thy name 

Liu d once in honour, now dead in ſhame : 

Be circamlpect. Exit, 

Dod. A warrant pou my L 92d, Exu, 

Enter Lord Major, and Maſter Scor, 

L. Ma. God maſter Scot, J haue beene bold with yon, 
To be a witneſſe to a weding knot, 

Betwirt yong maker Hainmon and my daughter. 
O ftand aſide ſee where the louers come. 
Extet Hammon, and Roſe, 

Roſe. Canit be 7oſſible you lout me ſo 7 
No no, within thoſe epe-bals I eſpy, 

Apparant ikelyho2s of flat tecp, 
Pꝛay now let goe my hand. 
Ham. Swect miſtris Roſe, 
Piſconltrue not my wozds,no2 miſconceiue 
Of my affection, whoſe devoted ſoule 
S weares that J loue thee dearer then my heart. 

Roſe. As deare as pour one heart: J indge it right. 
Pen loue their hearts belt when th are aut of ght. 

Ham. J lone pou, by this hand, 

Roſe, Pet hands off now : 

If fleſh be fraile how weake and frail's your vo: 

Ham, Then by mp life I ſweare. 

Roſe. Then do nat bzawile, 
Onequarrellloſeth wife and life and all, 
Is not your meaning thus: 

Ham. In faith vou ieſt. 

Roſe. Loue loues to ſpo:t ,therefoze lemus loue y are beſt. 

L. Ma, What-ſquare they maſter Scot : 

Scot. Dir, neuer doubt, 

Loucrs are quichly in, ind auichly out. 

Ham. Sweet Roſe, be not ſo ſtrange in fanſying me, 

Nap neuer turns a lde, ſhunne not uy light, 
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JA am not growne ſo fond, to fend my laue, 
On any that ſhall quit it with diſ>aine, 
Af vou will loue me,ſo.if not farewell, 
L. Ma. Why how not louers, are pou both agreed - 
Ham, Pes faith mp Lo2d. (danghter. 
L. Ma. Tis well, e ine me pour hand, atue me vours 
Vow now, both pull back, what meanes this, Cirte - 
Roſe, I meane to line a maide 
Ham. But not to die one. pawſe ere that be ſaid. aſide, 
L. Ma. TO pon fill croſſe me: ul be obtmmate 2 
Haw, Naychide her not my Lo fo; doing well, 
If ſhe can ltue an happy birgins life, 
Tis ſarte moe bleſſed then to be a wife. 
Roſc. Sap fir I cannot haue made a vow, 
CW ho euc t be my huſband tis not pou. 
L. Ma, Pour tongue is quicke, but M. Hammoa know , 
J bad you welcome to another end. 
Ham. What, would you haue me pule, and pine, and pꝛap, 
With lonely Tady miſtris of um heart, 
Pardon pour ſeruant,and the runer play, 
Kapling on Cupid ,and his tyzants dart? 
Oz ſhall J vn dertake ſome martial ſpoyle, 
Wicaring your gloue at Tarnep.and at Tut. 
Ind tcl! how many gallants J vnhozit, 
Swert will this pleature pou 7 
Ro, Pes when wilt begin: 
V tat loue runes man: fie on that deadly ſinne. 
L. Ia. A you will haue ber, le make her agree. 
Ham, Cufozced loue is wozſs then hate to me, 
There is a wench kee pes ſhop in the old change, 
o her will 4.it is not wealth Jake, 
J haue enough, and will pzeferre her lone 
Vcfoze the woꝛld: my good Lon Maio; adew, 
Old lone foꝛ me, I haue no luck with new. Exit 
L. Ma, Now mammet vou haue well behau d pour ſelfe, 
But pon Gall curſe your toyn eile i } hu? 
Thoſe within there ? ſer you conuay pour miſt ru 


Straight to th'old Fo2d, Ale keep you traits enough, 
D 3 Fozs 
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F 0ze God I would haue ſwozne the puling Girle 
Would willingly accepted Hammons lene ; 
But baniſh him my thoughts, go minion in. Exit Rec. 
Now tell me Paiſter Scot, would you haue thonght 
© hat maiſter $1m0n Eyre the Shomaker, 
Vad beene of wealth to buy ſuch merchandize : 
Scor. 'Z was well my Lo2d, your honour. and my ſelfe, 
Grew partners with him, fo; your billes of lading 
Sew that Eyres gaines in one commonity, 
Kiſe at the leaſt to full ther thorſand pound, 
Beſides like gaine in other marchanvize. 
L. Ma, Well, he ſhall ſpend ſame of his thouſands now, 
Foz J baue ſent fo; him to the Guild Wall, Enter Eyre, 
Ste where he comes: god mozrow maiſter ©y2e. 
Eyre, Poze Simon Eyre, mp Load, peur ſhomaker, 
L. Ma. Mell well, it likes pour ſelſe to terme pou ſo, 
Enter Dodger. 
Now . Dodger, whats the ne wes with pon: 
Dodg. Ide gladly ſpeake in pꝛiuate to your honsz. 
L. Ma. You ſhall, pon ſhall : maiſter Eyre, and Þ, Scot, 
1 haae ſome buſineſſe with this Gentleman, 
I I pzay let me intreat you to walke befo2s 
To the Guild hall, Jle follow pꝛeſentip, 
pailter Eyre, J hope ere none to call yon @heriffe. 
Eyre. J would not care (my Lo2d) if you might call me King 
of Spaine, come Maiſter Scot. 
L. Ma. Now Maiſter Dodger, what's the newes von bzing 
Dod, The Earle of L incolne by me greets your Lozdihip, 
Andearneftly requeſts pou (if vou tan 
Jnfozme him where his Nephew Lacy keeps. 
L. Ma. Is not his Nephew Lacy ngw in France: 
Dod. No J aſſure pour Lozoſhip, but diſguil'd 
Lurkes hecre in London, 
L. Ma. London ? iſt cuen ſo⸗ 
At may be; but vpon my faith and ſonle, 
J know not where he liues, oꝛ whether he liues, 
Do tell my Lo2d of Lincolne : lurk in London ? 
Well maiffer Dodger, you perhaps may ſtart him, 
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Ve but the meanes to rid him into France, 

le gine you a dozen angeils foz your paines, 

Do much J loue his honour, bate his Nephew, 

And pꝛether ſo mfo2me thy Loꝛd from me. 
Dodger. Itake my leaac. Exit Dodger. 
L. Ma. Farewell god ꝙ. Dodger, 

Lacie in London I dare pawne my life. 

My daughter knowes thereof, and fo; that canſe, 

Denide young Parfter Hammon in his lone, 

Mell. Jam glad I ſent her toold Eazy, 

Gods Loo tis late, to Guild Mall I mult hie, 

I know my Dzethzen lacke my company. Exit, 


Enter Firke, Eyre: wife, Hans and Roper, 

VVife. Chou goeſt to faſt foz me Roger. O Firke, 

Firke. J fozſooth. 

VVife. I pꝛay thee run doe you heart run to Guild Hall, 
and learne ii my huſband . Eyre will take that wozſhipfull 
bocation of Þ. Sherüffe vpon hun, die ther god Firke. 

Firke, Take it: well 4 goe, and he ſhould not take it, Firke 
ſweares to foſwea re him, pes fo ſooth 4 goe to Guile Mall. 

VVite, Nap when 2 th art too compendious and redions. 

Firke. O rare, pour excellence is fuil of cloguence,how like 
ancw Cart wheele my dame ſpeakes, and ſhee lookes liks an 
old muſty Ale-bottlc going to ſcalding. 

VVite. Nay when : thou wilt make me melanchollp. 

Firke, God fozbid pour Wozlhip ould fall into that hu⸗ 
mour, I run. Ext, 

VViſe. Let me ſee now Roger and Hans. 

Ro. I fazſaoth dame, miſtris I ſhould ſay) but the old terme 
ſo ſtickes to the toſe of my mouth, I can hardly licke it off 

VVife, Cnen what thou wilt god Roger, Dame is a faire 
name foz any honeſt Chziſtian, but let that paſſe, how doft 
thou Hans ? 

Hans Me tanck you 20. 

Wife. Well Hans and Roger , you ſœ God hath bleſt your 
maiſter, and perdie if euer be come to bee P. Sheriffe of Lon- 
don, (as we are all nioztall) pou ſhall ſee, J will haue ſons 

odds 
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odde thing z other in a cozner foz you , J will not dee your 
backe friend, but let that paſſe, Hans, pzay ther tye my ſhoe. 

Hans, Baw tc (al v2o. 

VV, Roger, thou knowft the length of my ſote, as it is 
none of the biggeſt, ſo J thanke God it is handſome enough, 
121 ter let me haue a paire of hots made, Cozke god Reger, 
wwodoen hele tes. 

Hod e. Nou ſhall, 

VV fe. Art thou acquainted with neuer a Fardingale-ma- 
ker, no2 a French hood maker. I muſt enlarge mp bumme, ha, 
ha. ha, how ſhall Joke in a Hode J wonder, perdie odly J 
thinke. 

Hoget. As a Cat out of a Pillozy, very well J warrant you 
MPiſtri le. 

VVite, Indeed all fleſh is graſſe, and Roger, tanſt thou tell 
where I may buy a god hap2e : 

Roger. Ves fo:ſoth, at the Ponltercrs in Gracious ſtreet. 

VVite,. C hou art an vngractous wag, perdpe, I meane a 
falſe hayꝛe fo2 mp perewig. 

Roger, Why Wiftrts, the next time that I cut my beard, 
you ſball haue the ſhavings of it, but mine are all true hetres. 

VVite, It is very hot, I muſt get me a fan 02 elle a maſke, 

Roger. Ss 1 eu had necd to hide your wicksd face. 

V Vite. Fic vpon it, how coftly this woztvs calling is, per- 
die, but that it is one of the wonderfull wozkes of God, J 
would not deale with it is not Firke come pet? Hans, be not 
ſo ſad, let it paſſe and vantſh as my huſbands wozlſhip ſayes. 

Hans. Ick bin vꝛolicke, lot ſce pou [@, 

Roger. Miftris, will you d2unke a pipe of Tobacco: 

Wife. O fic vpon it Roger, perdy, theſe frithy Tobacco pipes 
arc the moſt idic aue ring bavles that cuer I felt: out vpon it, 
God hleſſe vs, men looke not like men that vie them. 

Enter Raph being lame. 

Roger, What fellow Rapo - Tiſtreſſe loke hecrs, lanes 
huſband : why how now lame : Hans make much of him, 
bee s a bzother of our Trade, a god wozkeman, and a tall 
Soldicr. 

Hans, Pon be welcome bzoder, 

VVife, 


— — 


the Gentle Craft. 


VVife. Pardie I knew him not, how dof? thou gad Raph ? 
Jam glad to ſer the well. 

Raph, I wenld Cod pou ſaw me dame as well, 

As when I went from London into France. 

Vie. Truſt mee I am ſoꝛty Raph to ſee thee impotent, 
Loꝛd how the warres bane made him Sun burnt: the left leg 
is not well, twas a faire guiſt of God, the infirmity toke not 
hold a little higher, conſidering thou tamſt frow France, but 
let that paſſe, 

Roph. I am glad foſee vou well and I retopes 
To beat that Cod bath bleſt my maiſter ſo 
Since mp departure. 

Wiſe. Pra truely Raph, I thanke my maker : but let that 
fle. 
12 And firra Raph, what ne wes, what newes in France: 

Raph. Tellme god Roger firſt what nt wes in England: 
Vow docs my lane? when didft thou ſre my wife : 
Where lines my pee heart 7 ſuirte be pt indeed, 
Now I want lunbes taget whercon to feed, 

Rog. Limbes : haſt thou not hands man : thou ſhalt ne- 
ner ſee a homaker want bzead , though he hanc but thzes fin- 
gers on a hand. 

Raph. Yet all this while I heare not of mp lane, 

VVife. © Raph pour wife, perdie wee know not whats be- 
come of her: ſhe was beere a while and becanſe the was mar- 
ried, grew moze ſtately then becaine her, I checkt her and ſo 
fozth, away the flung, neuer returned, ns2 ſaid bib noz bah: 
and Rafe pou know, ka me, ka thee, And ſo as tell ye. Roger 
is not Fuke come yet: 

Roger. No fozſoth. 

"ite. And ſoindeed we heard not of her, but J heart ſhes 

e in London: but let that paſſe. It ſhee had wanted, ſhes 
Miabt haue opened her caſe tome 02 mp huſvand, o: to any of 
my men, Jam ſure there is not any of them perdie, but would 
haue done her god to his power, Hans, locke if kuke bee 
come. au Hans. 

Hans, Paw it (al b20. 

VVife, Andſs as I ſaid: but Raph, why doff thou _— 
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thou knoweft that naked we came out of our mothers womb, 
and naked we mult returne, and therefoze thanke God foz all 
things. 

Roger. No faith, lane is a ſtranger here, but Raph pull 
bp a good heart, 3 know thou haſt one, thy Wife man is 
in London, one told mer de ſaw ber a while agos very 
bzaue and neat, wee le ferret her ont, and London holds 


Wife. Alas poꝛe ſeule, her s oner-come with fozrow, he does 
but as I doe, weepe fo the loſſe ef any god thing: but Raph, 
get ther in, call fo; ſome meat and dzinle, thou ſhalt find mes 
wo2ſhipfull towards thee. 

Raph. I thanke you dame, ſince I want limbs and lands, 
Ale truſt to God, mp god friends, and to my hands. Exit. 


Enter Hans and Firte runnmg, 

Firke, Runne god Hans, © Hodge, © Piſtris ; Hodge 
heaue vp thine eares , miſtreſe ſmugge vp your lakes, on 
with your beſt apparrell, my maiſter is choſen, my maiſter is 
called, nay condemned by the cry of the Country to be ſheri ſte 
of the Citty , foz this famous peare now to come: and time 
now being, a great many men in black Cownes were alkt foz 
their voytes, and their hands and mp maiſter had all their fiffs 
about his cares pꝛeſently, and they cryed J, J, I, J, and ſo 1 
came away, wherefoze without all other grieue, I doc ſaluto 
pou miſtris Shzieue. N 

Hans. Paw, my meſter is de gat man, de Shziene. 

Roger, Did not I tell pou iſtris now 4 may boldly*ſay, 
god moro to your woꝛſhip. 

Wife. God mozrow god Roger, I thanke pou my god pes⸗ 
ple all, Firke, hold vp thy hand, herre s a the penny ptrce fo 
thy tit ings. 

Fuke. Tis but thꝛet half: pence, I think: pes tis thꝛetpentca 
I ſmell the Roſe. 


Hodge. But iris, bee rul d by me, and doe nat ſpcake fa 


pu ingly. 

Fir, Tis ber wozſhiv ſpeaks ſo and not ſhe, no faith Pifkris 
fpeake me in the old key, to it Ficke, there god Firke, ply your 
baſineſſy 
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bufineffe Hodge, Hodge with a full mouth: Ile Ml pour bel- 
lies with god chere till they cry twang. 
Enter Simon Eyre wearing a gold Chaine, 

Hans, te mine lieuer bʒoder, hert t ompt my maſter. 

Wife. Welcome home Paiſter Shzieue, I pꝛap God con- 
tinue vou in health and wealth. 

Eyre. St here my Maggy, a Chaine, a gold Chaine foz Si- 
mon Eyre , {ſhall make the a lady, here's a French hwd fo; 
tbe on with it, on with it, d2efſe thy bzowes with this flap of 
a ſhoulder of mntton, ts make the loke louely , where be mp 
fine men, Roger, Ile make oner my Chop and toles to the: 
Firke, thou ſhalt be the fozeman: Haus, thou ſhalt haue an hun⸗ 
dꝛed fo: twenty, be as mad knaues as pour maiſter Sim Eyre 
bath bane, and you ſhall line to be ®hcriffes of London : how 
doſt thou like me Margery ? Pzince am J none, pet am A 
pzincely bozne, Firke, Hodge and Hans, 

All 3. I fozſoth, what ſapes pour wozſhip Miſtris Sherifez 

Eyre, Wozthip and hono; ye Babilonian knaues , foz the 
Gentle Craft: but A fozgot my ſelfe, J am bidden by my 
Lo2d Maio; to dinner to old Fond, hes gone befoze , J muſk 
after: come Padge, on with pour trinkets : now my true 
Trolans, my fine Firke, my dapper Hodge, my honeſt Hans, 
ſome deuice, ſome odde crotchets, ſame mozris, oz ſuch liks, 
fo; the hono? of the genticman Sho-makers, meet mee at ald 
Foꝛd, pou know my minde : come Madge away, ſhut vp the 
ſhop knaues, ar d make Holiday. E xennt. 

Firke. O rare, O bzaue, come Hodge, follow me Hans, 

Mc le be with them foz a Pozris dance Exennt. 


Enter Lord Maier, Eyre, b': wiſe in a French-hood, Si 
and other Scrat. 
L. Maior. Zruft me you art as welcome to old Fond, as 
my ſelke. 
Wite, Truely, J thanke pour Lo:dſhip. 
L. Maior, Would our bad chare were worth the thankes 


you giue. 
Eyre, God ch&re my Lozd Patoz, fine chert, a flue houſe, 
Aus walles, all mne and neat. 
C2 L. Ma, 
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L. Maier. Now by my troth, Ile tell thee maiſter Eyre, 
It does me god and all my B2ethzen, 
That ſuch a madcap fellow as thy ſelſe 
Is centred into our ſociety. 

Wife. J but my Lozd hee muſt le arne now to put on gra- 
uitie. 

Eyre. Peace Maggy, a fig feꝛ greuity, when 2 go to Guild 
Holl in my ſcarlet Cowne, 3 le looke as demurely as a Saint,. 
and ſpeake as arancly os a Juſtite of peace, but now Jam 
bere at old Foꝛd, at iny god Lo2d Paio:s houſe,let it got by, 
vaniſh Maggy, Ile be merry. away with flip ap, theſe foole- 
ries, theſe gaileries: what hunny:? oꝛinte am none, vet am 
Pꝛinccly boꝛne: what ſayes my K oꝛd Paioꝛ⸗ 

L. Ma. Va ha, ha, I bad rather then a theuſand pound, J 
had an heart but halfe ſo light as vours. 

Eyre, Why what ſhould {doe my Lozd:? a pound of cars 
payes not a dzam of debt : hum, let's bee merry while wee are 
poung , old Age ſacke and ſugar will ſteale vpon bs ere we bee 
aware. 

L. Ma. Its well done, Piffris Eyrc, pꝛap giue goed coun- 
ſell to my daughter. 

Wife. J hope miſtris Roſe will haue the grace to take no- 
thing that's bad. 

L. Ma. Pꝛay God ſhe doe, fo2 ifaith Miſtris Eyre, 

J would beſtow vpon that pecutiſh Girle, 

A thouſand Parkes moze then J mcane to giue her, 
Upon condition ſhe be ruld by me, 

The Ape fill crofſeth me: there came of late 

A pꝛoper Gentleman of faire renenewes, 

Whom glad J would call Sonne in law: 

But my fine Cockney would haue none of him. 
Poule p2one a Cockſcambe fo? it tre you dye, 

A Courtier oz no man muſt pleaſe pour eye. 

Eyre. ee ruld ſweet Roſe, th art ripe foꝛ a man: marry 
not with a boy that has no moe havre on his face then thou 
haſt on thy chcekes : a Conrttier, waſh goe by, ſtand not vpon 
piſherp, paſyery; thoſe filken fellowes are but painted Ima⸗ 
ges, outſides, outſdes Roſc, their iner linings are tozne * 
no 
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no mp fine mouſe , marry me with a Gentlemar\ Grocer like 
my Lo2d Maioꝛ pour father a Grocer is aſweet trade, ſolums, 
Plums: bad Ja ſonne oz Davgbter ſhould marry ont of the 
generatign and blod of the hamakers.he ſhoald packe: what. 
the gentle trade is a liuing foz a man thzough Europe, thzough 
the woꝛld. 
A noyſe within of Taber and a Pipe. 

L. Ma, What noyſe is this:? | 

Eyre, -D mp Lord Maioz , a cue 6f good follotors that fo; 
loue to pour hano2,are come hither with a P6zriſdance; come 
in my Mcloporamians cherrily. 


Enter Hodge, Hans, Rayh, Fitke, and other Slioo- 
makeryin a Morris: after a litzle daneing 
the Lord Maior ſpeakes. 

L. Ma. Maiſter Eyre, are all theſe Shomakers 2 

Eyre, All Coꝛd h ainets my god Lozd BY 1102. 

Roſc. Pow like my Lacie lakes yorid Shomaker. 

Hans, © that J durſt but ſpeake unte my lone ! 

L. Ma, Sibill,go fetch ſome wine to make theſe dzinke, 
Pour are all welcome. 

All, Me thanke pour Lo2:dſhip. 

Roſe takes a cup of wine avd goes to Hans, 

Roſe, Fo: his ſake whoſe faire ſhape thou repzeſenteſk, 
Cod friend J d2inke to ther. 

Hans, It be dancke god friſter. 

Eyres wife. J (& miſtris Roteyou do not want iudgement, 
pou haue dꝛunke to the pzopereſt man I keepe. 

Firke, ere be ſome haue done their parts to be as pꝛoper 
as he. 

L. Ma, © ell,b2gent buſineſſe cals me backe to London : 
Cod fellowes firfk gac in and taſt our cheare, 

And to make merry as pou dome waragoe, 
Spend theſe two angels wberre at Stratfo;d Boe. 

Eyre, To theſe two ( mp mad lads ) Simon Eyre addes anos 
ther,then charily Firke tune it klaus, and ate, the honour of 
Shoomakers, 01 n 

Alligoe anvil ea t An 
CJ 3 L. Ala, 
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L. Ma. Come maifter Eyre, let haue you company. Exeunt, | 
| Roſe. Sibill what hall I doe: 
I” Sibi. Why whats the matter: | 
1 Roſe. T hat Hans the ſh maker is my lone Lacy, | 

x Diſguiſd in that attide to find me out, 

Bow ſheuld 7 find the meancs to ſpeake with him? 

f dib. What miſtris,nencr feare, I date verter my maiden ; 
bead to nothing and thats great oddes that Hans the Putch- 

j man when we come ta Lyndon , ſhall not oncly ſe and ſpeake 
with vou, but in ſpight of all your Fathers pollictss , ſteals 

| pou away and marry pou, will not this pleaſe pou z 

| Roſe, Do this,andener be aſſured of my loue. 

| 

| 


Sibil, Away then, and follow pour father to London , leaſt 
pour abſence cauſe hum to ſuſpect ſomething : 
To mozrow if wy councel be obaide, 
Ile bind pou pzentile to the gentle trade. 
Enter /ave in a Semſters hop working , and Hammen muffled 
at anocher doore, he ſtands aloofe, | 

Ham, Ponder's the ſhop,and there my faire loue ſits, | 
Shas fatre and louely, but ſhe is not mine, | 
O would ſhe were, thziſe haue I courted ber, 
CThziſe hath my hand beene moiſtned with her hand, 
Whilſt mp poꝛe fannt cies do ford on that 
Wlihich made then familh : J am infoztunate, 


5 | I ftilllouc one, yet no body loues me, 
1 J muſe in other men what women ſe, 
| That i ſo want: ne miſtru Roſe was cop, 
| | | And this to curious, oh na, che is chaſt, 
And fo? ſhe thinkes me wanton,ſhe denies 


1 Co chearg my cold heart with her ſunny eyes, 
1 Dow pꝛettily ſhe wozkes, oh pꝛety hand 
| Oh happy wozke,it doth me god to ſtand 
Un ſene to ſa her, thus I oft haue ſtd, 
In froſty euenings,4 light burning by her, 
Enduring biting cold, onelp to eie her, 
Ons onely loke hath (@m'd as rich to me | 
As a Kings crowne,(uch is louers lunacy : 

Mutti led 
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Muffele d Ile paſſe along, and by that try 
Whether ſhe-knaw me. 


lane. Sir, what iſt you buy 2 


What if you lac ke ſir: callico, o lawne, 
Fine cambzick ſhirts.oꝛ bands, what will vou buy : 


Ham. Chat which thou wilt nat (cll,faith pet ie try: 


How do pon ſell thig.handkercher : 


lane. Good cheape; +; | 

Ham. And bow theſe ruſtes : 

Jane, Cheape to, 

Ham, And howthis band 

Jane, Cheape tw. 

Ham. All cheape how ſell von then this hand - 

Jane, Py hands are no: to be fold. 

Ham, To be giuen then,nay faith I come to buy. 
lane, But none knows oben. 

Ham. God ſweet leave woke x littte whils,lets play. 
Ianc. J cannot line by keepmg hollivap. 

Ham, Zle pay pou (a2 the time which hall be loft, 
Jane, Mitij nie you ſyall nat be at ſo much colt. 
Ham, Lobe how you waund this cloth, (a you wound me. 
lane, It may be (0, 

Ham, Tis (*. 

Jane, That remedy : 

Ham, Nay faith you are tw cop. 

Jane, Let go my hand. 

Ham, I will da any taſke at your command, 


J would let goe this beauty, were I not 
In mind to diſobey pon by a power 
That controules Bings : Jloue pon, 2 


lane, Do now part. 
Ham, With hands J may but neuer with.my heart, 


In ſaith J loue pou. 


lane. J bclrue pou doe, 

Ham. Shall a true lout in me bad hate in vou: 

Jane. J bate you not. 

Ham, Then pou muſt (one. 

lane. I doe, wpatars yon better now? I laue not 2 


ain, 
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Ham, All this I hope wbut a womans fray, 
That meanes come to me. when ſhe cries, Ta 
In carneft miſtris I do not ieſt- 

A true chaft lone hath entred in my bzeft, 
I loue you dearely as I doe my life, 

J lou? you as ahuſbandloues a wife, 
Chat, and no other loue my tone requires, 
Thy wealth J know is little my deſires 


Thirſt not foz gold ſweet beautions lane what's mine, 


Shall(if thou make my ſelfe thine all be thine, 
Sap, iudge, what is thy ſentence, life, oꝛ death ? 
Mercy 92 cruslty lies in thy bꝛeath. 

lane. God ſit. dot delirue yon loue um well : 
Foz tis a ſœly conqueſt ſiypzibe. 
Fo2 one like au I meane a Gentleman) 
To boaſt that by his loue tricks hs hath bzonght, 
Such and ſuch women td his amozous lure! 
I thinke pon doe nat(o;nesmany doe, 
And make it tuen u verytrade to wos, 
J could be cov, as mauv women be, 
F ed pan with ſun ſhine ſnules. and wanton lokes, 
Bat 1 deteſt witch-craft; ſay that A | 
Doe conſtantly bel&uc you, con ſi ant haus. 

Ham, Why dooſt thap not belcene me: 

Jane, J belcue pon. 
But yet god ſir, berauſe I will not greene von, 
With hopes to taſte frutto; which dull neuer fall, 
In ſimple truth this is the ſunume of ail, 
My buſbandlimes,atlcaſt I hope he lines, 
Pꝛeſt was he to theſe bitter warres in France, 
Bitter theyare to me by wanting him, 
haue but one heart and that heart's his due, 
Nobo can I then beſtow the ſame on you ? 
hlt he lines 1s I line,be it nere fo poꝛe, 
And rather be his wife, then a Kings whoze. 


Ham, Chaſte and deare woman, J will not abuſe the, 


Although it coſt mp life,ifthon refuſe me. 


Thy yuſband pꝛeſt foz France, what was his name 


— 
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Iane. Rafe Damport. 
Ham, Damport heres a letter ſent 

From France ts me,from adeare friend of mine, 

A Gentleman of place, here hs doth waite, 

Their names that haue bens flaine in euerp fight. 
Jane, J hope deaths ſcrowle containes not my loues name. 
Ham, Can you read : 
lane, Ican. 

Ham, Peruſe the ſame. 

Tomy remembꝛance ſuch a name I read 

Amongf the reſt: ( here. 
lane. Aye me, hies dead. 

Hes dead it this be true my deare hearts flaine. 

Ham. Vane patience,deare love. 
Jane, Hence, hence. 
Ham, Nayſtwet lane, 

Make not pe ſozrow pzowd with theſe rich ttares, 
I mournc thy huſbands death becauſe thou mournſt. 
Iane. That bill is fozgde, tis fignde by fozgery. 
Ham. Ale bing the letters ſent beſides to many 

Carrying the like repozt : lane tis to true, 

Come, weepe not:mourning though it riſe from loue, 

Helps not the mourned, pet hurts them that monrne. 
lane, Foz Gods ſaks leaue me. 

Ham, Whether doſt thou turne 
Foꝛget the dead, loue them that are aline, 
Vis loue is faded try how mins will thztue; 

lane, Cis now no time fo: me to thinks on lone. 

Ham. Tis now beft time foz pou to thinke on loue, be- 
tauſe pour lone lines not. 

lane. Though he be dend, my lone ts him ſhall not be buried 

Fo? Coeds ſake leaue me to my ſelfe alone. 

Ham, iT weuld kill my ſoule to leaue thee dzowyb in mone 1 

Anſwere me tomy ſute, and J am gone, 

Soy to me, yea oz no. 

Iane. No. 
Ham, Then farewell : one farewell will not ſerue, I come 
againe , come dzie theſe wet * , tell mes faith ſweets 


Jaye, 
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lane, pea, oz no, once moze. - 
lane. Dutt moze I ſay no, ontt mozt begone I pꝛay, elf 
will 7 goe. | 

Ham, Nay then I will grow rude by this white hand, 
Untill pou change that cold no, here ile and, 
Till by pon hard heart 

lane. Nap, foz Gods lone peace. 
Py ſozrowes by peur pzcſence moze increaſe, 
Not that you thus are p2eſent, but all griefe 
Deſires to be alone thcrefoze in Hie fe 
Thus much J ſay, and ſaying bid adew, 
If euet I wed man it ſhall be pou, 

Ham, Oh bleſſed vopce deare lane Ile bigs no moze, 
Thy bzcath hath made me rich. 

lane, Death makes me pee. Exi#, 

Enter Hodge at his ſhop boord, Rafe, Firke, Hans, 
and a boy at worke, 

All. Pep downe, a downe derp. 

Hodge. Well ſaid mp hearts, ply pour wozke to dap, we 
loptred yeſterday, to it pell mel, that we may line to be Lozb 
Paio2s,02 Aldermen atleaſt. 

Firk. Mey downe a downe derp. 

Hodg, Well ſaid ifaith,he w ſaiſt thou Haas, doth not Firke 
tickle it: 

Hans. Paw meter. 

Firke, Not ſoneither , my oꝛgane pipe ſqueaks this moz- 
ning ſoz want of licozing : hey downe a downe derp. 

Haus. Fou ard Firke,tow beft vn iolly poungſter hozt I mc#- 
ter ic lid yo cut me vn paix vanpꝛes voz meſter effres bots. 

Hodge. Thou ſhalt Hans, 

Fuk, Maiſter. 

Hodge, Vo now, boy: 

Firke. ay, now pou are in the cutting vaine , cut me out 
a paire ol counterfeits , oz elſe my wozke will not paſſe cur⸗ 
rant hey do one a downe. 

Hod. Zell! me ſtrs,are mp cozen ꝙ.Priſci alles ſhoes done: 

Fu ke. Pour cozen:No maſter, one of pour aunts,hang ber, 
let them alone, 

Rafe. 
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Rafe, Yamin hand with them, Che gane charge that none 

but I ſhould dos them foz her. 

Firke, Thou do fo her: then twill be a lame doing , and 
that ſhe loues not: Rate, thou might it haue ſent her to me, in 
faith I would tane yearkt and firkt your Precilla, hey downe 
a downe derry, this gere will nothelo. 

Hodge, Yowſailt thou Firke e were we not merry at Olds 
Fo2d ? 

Firke, Bow merry: why our buttockes went Jiggy tog- 
gy like aquagmre : well ſix Koger Datemeale , if J thought 
all meate of that nature, A would tate nothing but Bagpud- 
dings. 

Rafe, Of all god fe: tunes, my fellow Hans had the beff. 
Firke, Tis true, becauſe miſtrus Roſe dzanke to bun. 
Hodge, Well, well, wozke apace, they ſay ſeuen of the Al 

dermen be dead, oz very ſicke. 

Fuk. J care not, Ile be none. 

Raſe, No noꝝ J, but then my ꝙ. Eyre will come quickly to 
be L. Paio?. Enter Sibill, 

Firke, Whepe,yonder comes Sibill. 

Hedge, Sibill, welcomeifaith, and how doS thou may 
wench : 

Firke, Sib wwe, welcome to Lenden. 

$\bil, Godamercyſwet Firke : god Lozd Hodge, hat a 
delitious ſhop you haue got, vou tickle it ifaith, 

Rafe, God a merey Sibill foz our god cherte at old Jod. 

Sibil. That you ſhall haue Rate, 

Firke, Nay by the malle, we had tickling chere Sibill, and 
bow the plague doſt thou and miſtris Roſe, and my T. Salo: 
A put the woman in firſt. 

Sibill. Well Godamercy : but Gods me, I ſ\o;get my ſelfe, 
wycre's Hans the Flemming e 

Firke, Vearke bntter-bore , now you muſk pelp ont ſoma 
ſpꝛeken. 

Hans, Nat begaie gon vat bod gon Friſter. 

Sibill, Parry you muſt come to my young miſtria, to pull 
on her ſhoes pou made laſt. 

Hans, Var ben pour WW 1 

- 
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Sibil. Parry here at our London houſe in Coznewall, 
Firke, Will no body ſerne her turne but Hans 7 
Sibill, No fir, come Hans J tand vpon needles, 
Hod. Why then Sibill, take heed of pzicking. 

Sibill, Foz that let me alone, I haue a tricks in my budget, 
come Hans. 

Hans. Paw,yaw.,icſail meete po gane. 

Exit Hans end SibilL 
Hodge, Ooe Hans, make haſt againe: come, who lacks 
wozke ? 
Firke, I maſter , foz J lacke my bzeake faſt, tis munching 
time, and pal, 

Hodge. Iſt ſo, why then leaue woꝛke Rafe, to bꝛeakefaſf. boy 

loke to the toles, come Rate, come Firke, Excunt, 
Enter a Setuingman. 

Ser, ict me (ce now, the ſiane of the laſt in Towerltreet, 

mas yanders the houſe : what yaw, whoes within 
Enter Rafe, 

Rafe, Who calles there, what want vou ſir 

Ser, Parry J would haue a paire of ſhoes made fo? a 
Gentlewoman againft to mozrow mozning, what can you 
doe them; 

Rafe, Pes ſir, vou ſhall haue them, but what length s her 
koote. 

Ser, Wihy,you maſt make them in all parts like this ſhoe, 
but at any hand faile not to doe them, fo2 the Gentle woman 1s 
to be married very early in the mozning. 

Rate, Vow by this ſhoe mult it be made : by this, are yon 
{ure fir by this: 

Ser, How, by this ain J (are by this art thou in thy wits - 
J tell tha I muſt haue a parre of ſho's , doſt thou marke me: 
a paire of ſhoes, two ſhoes made by this very ſhoe, this ſame 
oe, againſt to mozrow mo2ning by foure a clocke , doſt thou 
underſtand me, canſt doe it 


Raſe. Pes ſir, yes, I, I, {can do t, by this hoe pon ſay: 1 


ſhould know this ſhoe : pes fir , ves, by this ſhoe, can do't; 
oute a clocke, well, whether ſhall J bing them: 

Set. Totheſigne of the golden ball in Watlingfkreet,cu- 
quite 
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qulre fo2 one Maiſter Hammen,a Gentleman, my maiſtet. 
Raph. Pea ſir, by this ſhooe vou ſay. 

Ser. I ſay Maiſter Hammon at the golden Ball, he's the 
L2ide-grom?, and thoſsſhooes are fo2 his bzide. 

Raph. They ſhall be done by this ſhooe: well, well, Maiſter 
Hammon at thc golden (hoo, I would ſay the golden Gall, wel, 
dery well, but J pꝛay pou fir , where muſt Maiſter Hommon 
be married: 

Ser. At Þaint Faith's Church under Panles : but what's 
that to thee ? pꝛether diſpatch theſe ſhooes,and ſo farewell. 

Exit. 

Raph. By this ſhoe ſaid hoe, how am à amazy 
At this ſtrangs accident: vpon my life, 
This was the very ſhoos I gaue my wife 
When I was pꝛeſt fo: France; ſiace when, alas, 
A ncuer could heare of her: Tis the ſame, 
And Hammons Bꝛide ns other but my lane. 

Enter Firke, 

Firke, @nailee Raph thou hait loſt thy part of the pots, a 
Countryman of mine gaue me to bzrakfaſt, 

Raph. I care not, J haue found a better thing. 

Ficke, A thing? away; is it a mans thing as a womans 
thing: 

Raph. Fuke, doſt thou know this ſhoe ? 

Firke, No by my troth, neither doth that know me : J haut 
no acquamtance with it, tis a mate ranger to me. 

Raph, Thy tten J doe; this Shoe I durſt be ſwozne 
Once couered the inſtep of mp lane: 

This is her ſize, her bzeadth, thus trod my loue, 
FTheſe true-loue knots, I pzickt, J holy mp life, 
Vy this old ſhoe I ſhall find out my wife. 

Firke, Ha, ha old ſhoe, that were new, how a murren came 
this agne fit of fooliſhneſſe vpon thee - 

Raph. Thus Fike, euen now heere came a Seruingman, 
By this ſhae would he haue a newpatre made, 
Againſt to mozrow mozning fo; his miſtreſſe, 
That s to be married to a Gentleman, 
And why map not this be my wert lane: 

F 2 Fuke, 
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Fixke. And why maiſt not thon be my ſweet Ae : ha, ha. 

Raph. Well, laugh and ſpare not, but the truth is this, 
Againſt to mozrow mozning Ile pꝛouide 
A luſtv crew of honeſt Shomakers, ' 

To watch the going of the Bꝛide to Church: 
Af ſhe pꝛoue lane, Ile take her in deſpite 

Ot Hammon and the Diuell, were he by, 

If it be not my laue, whatremedy 7 

Pereof J am ſure Þ ſhall line till J dye, 
Although I neuer with a woman lye. 

Firke, Thou lyt with a woman to build nothing but Crip- 
plecates + Well God ſends fooles ſoꝛtune, and it may bee hee 
way light vpon his matrimony by ſuch, a denice, foz wedding 
and targing goes by deſtiup. 

Enter Hang, and Roſe arme in arme. 

Hans, Pow happy am J by embzacing thee, 
O did feareſuch croſſe miſhaps did raigne, 
Chat I ſhould neuer ſce my Koſe azaine, 

Roſe. wett Lacy, ſince fairs oppo:tunitp, 
Otters her ſelfe tofurther our cſcape, 
Let not to ouet ſond eſteeme of me, 
Hinter that happp houre, innent the meanes, 
And Noſe will follow thee thzough all the Wis; 1d. 

Hans, Ch bow J ſurfet with «rcefle of toy, 
Made happy by thy rich perfection : 
Vut ſince thcu payſt ſweet intreſt to mp hopes, 
Ne deubling lone on loue, let me once moze X 
Like to a bold-fac'd debtoz craue of thee, 
This night to ſteale abꝛoad, and at Eyres houſe, 
he now by death of cer taine Aldermen, 
Is Pats; 02 London, and mp maiſter once, 
Meete thou thy Lacy, where in ſpight of change, 
Pour father anger, and mine vncles hate, 
Our happy nuptialls will we confummate. Enter Sybil, 

Sibill, Oh God, what will you dog miſfris : (hilt fo2 your 
lelle, pour father is at hand, hee s comming, hee s comming, 
maiſter Lacy hive your ſelfe in my miftris , foz Gods ſaks 
ſhift foz your ſelues. 

Hans, 
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Hans, Vour father tome (wet Roſe, what ſhall I dee: 
Where ſhall J hide me: how ſhall A efcape * 
Roſe, A man, and want wit in extremity, 
Come, come, be Hans ſtu, play the Shomaker, 
Pull on my ſhoe. 
Enter Lord Maier. 
Hans. Mas and that s well remembzed. 
Sibill. Bere comes pour father. 
Hans. Fozware metreſſe, tis vn god ſkaty, it fall vel dute, 
az pe ſal niet betallen. 
Roſe. O God it pincheth me. what will you doe. 
Ham Pour fathers pzeſcnce pincheth not the ſhoe. 
L. Ma. Well done, fit my daughter well, and ſhe ſhall pleaſe 
ther well. 
Hans. Paw, paw, ick weit dat well, foz ware tis vn god 
ſk®o, tis gi mait van neits letther ſe encr mine here, 
Enter a Prentiſe, 
L. Ma. I do bclanc it, whats the newes with von? 
Pren. Pleaſe you the Carle of Lincolne at the gate is newly 
lighted, and would ſpeake with pou. 
L. Ma. The Carie of Lincolne come ſoeake with me: 
Nell, well, A know his errand daughter Roſe, 
Send hence pour @homoter, dilpatcy haue done: 
$1b make thirgs handſome, fir boy follow me, Exit. 
Hans, My father come © what map this poztend 2 
Sweat Roſe, this of our tove threatens an end. 
Roſe. Be not diſw aud af (1s, what cre befall 
Roſe is thine owne,to witnc Ne I ſpcake truth, 
Where thou appoints thc ylacc, Ile meet with thee; 
A willnot firc a day to follow thee, 
But pꝛeſentiy tcale hence det not reply, 
Loue which gane ſtrength to beate my fathers hate, 
Shall now adde wings farther our eſcape. Exennt. 


Enter Lord Hier and Lincolre. 
L. Ma. Belicue me on my credit J ſpeatke truth, 
Since tri your Nephew Lacy went to France, 
I l aue not ſcerie dun: It ſeem o Crange to me, 
When Dod get told me that he Raid bend, 
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Neglecting the high charge the King impoſed, 
Linc, Truſt me (fir Roger Ocley) J did thinke 
Pour counſell had giuen head to this t, 
D2awne to it by the lous he beares peur Child, 
Vere J did hope to find him in pour houſe, 
But now 1 ſe mine erro2, and confeſſes 
My indgement wꝛongd you by conteining (0, 
L. Ma. Lodge in my houſe, ſay pon ?: truſt me my Lozd, 
J loue your Nephew Lacy to to dearely, 
So much to wzong his honoz, and he hath done ſo, 
That firſt gaue him aduice ta tay from France. 
To witneſſe J ſpeake truth, I let you know 
Vow carcfull J haue bene to kepe my daughter 
Free from all conference oz ſpeech of hum, 
Not that I ſcozne your Nephew, but in loue 
J beare your honour, leaſt pour noble blod, 
Should by my meane wozth be diſhonoured. 
Lin, Pow far the churles tongue wanders from his heart, 
Well, well fir Roger Otley, J belieue pon, 
With moze then many thankes foz the kind loue, 
Do much you ſ&eme to beare me: but my Lo2d, 
Let me requeſt your helpe to ſecke my Nephew, 
Whomif I finde, Jle ſtraight imbarke fo2 France; 
So ſhall pour Roſe be fre, my thoughts at reſt. 
And much care dye which now lies in my bꝛeſt. Exter Sibil. 
Sibill. Oh La2d, helpe foz Gods ſake, my Miſtris, Oh my 
young Miſlris. 
L. Ma, There is thy Piſtris 2 what's become of her - 
Sibill. Shee's gone, thees fled. 
L. Ma. Gone: whither is ſhe fled - 


Sibill. J know not fozſoth, ſhers fled ont of dozes with 


Hans the Shomaker, I ſaw them ſcud, ſcud, ſcud, apace, apace. 
L. Maior. Which way? what lohn? where be my men 
which wap - 
Sibill. J know not and it pleaſe your Wozſhip. 
L. Ma. Fled with a Shomaker,can this be true: 
Sibill. O Loꝛd fir, as true as Gods in heauen. 
Lin, Ver loue turnd Shomaker : JA am glad of this. 
L. Ma, A flemming butter-boxe,a Shomaker. 


— — 


the Gentle Crake. 


Wil che fozget her birth ? requite my cars 
With ſuch ingratitude ? ſcozn'd ſhe young Hammon, 
Tolouc an honmikin, a needy knaue : 
Well let her flye, Ile not flye after her, 
Let her ſtarue if ſhe will, her s none of mine. 
Lin. Be not ſo cruell ſir, 


Enter Firke with ſhooes, 
Sibill. Y am glad ſhe sſcapt. 
L. Ma. Ile not accompt of her as of my Child, 
Was there no better obiect ſoꝛ her eyes, 
But a foule dz unken lubber ſwill- belly, 
A Shamaker, that's bzaue. 

Firke. Pea foz{ooth tis a very bzane ſhoe, and as fit as 1 
pudding. 

L. Ma. Bow now, what knaue is this, from whence conv 
meſt thou? 

Firke, No Knaue ſir, I am Firke the Shomaker, luſty Re- 
gets chiefeluſty Journeyman, and I come hither to take vp 
the pꝛetty legge of ſweet Miſtris Role, and thus hoping your 
woꝛſhip is in as god health as I was at the making hereof, 
J bid pon fare well, pours, Firke, 

= Ma. Dtap , tap, fir knane. 

Lin. Come hither Shomaker. 

Ficke, Tis happy the knaue is put befoze the amaker, 93 
elſe I would not haue vouchſafed to come backe to you, I am 
moaed fo J ſtirre. 

L Ma. Þy Lo2d, this villaine calles vs knanes by craft. 
Fricke. Then tis by the Gentle Craft, and to tall one knans 
| gently is no harme : ſit your wozſhip merry: Sib your poung 


| Siftris Usſobobthem, now my Pailter P. Eyre is Lozd 


Paio2 of London. 
L. Ma. Tell me firra, whoſe man are vou? 
Firke. I am glad to ſæ your wozſhip ſo merry, J haue ws 
maw to this gere, no ftomacke as yet to a ted petticoat. 
Poaynting to Sybill, 
Lin. Pe meanes not fir to woe you to his maid, 


ons dh nnd hearth: 
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Firke. I fing now to the tuns of Kogero , Roger my fellow 
is now my maiſter. 

Lin. Sirra, knowſt thou one Hans a @homaker 7 

Fir, Hans Shomaker, oh pes, ſtay,ves I haue him, I tell you 
what, I ſpeak it in ſecret,miſtris Roſe and he are by this time, 
no not ſo, but ſha2tly are to come oncr ane another, wit Can 
pou dance the ſhaking of the ſhits ? it is that Hans, Ile fo 

gull theſe diggers. 

L. Ma. Bnowft thou then where he is: 

Firke Pes fozloth, pea marry, 

Lin. Canſt thou in ſadneCe - 

Firk-, No fozſooth, no marry. 

L. Ma, Cell nue god honeſt fellow where he is, 

And thou halt ſc: what Ile beſtow of thee, 

Firke. Denectt fellow, no fir, not (o ſir, my p2ofcſſion is the 
Gentle craft, I care nat fo2 ſeeing, Iloue fœling, let me feele 
it heere,,rmmm tenu ten pieces of gold pernumn te nut, ten peeces 
of Maucr , and then Ficke is pour man in a new pairs of 
ſtretchers. 

L. Ma. Bere is an Ange pact ot thy reward, 

Mhich J will giue the, tell me where he is. 

Firk, No point, ſhall J betray mpbzother : no, ſhall I p2one 
Judas to Hans ? no: ſhall I cry treaſonto my cozpozation : no, 
I ſhall be firkt ant yerkt then, butgiue me pour angell , pour 
ang ell hell tell you, 

Lin, Poe ſo god fellow, tis no hurt to thee. 

Firke. Send ſunpꝛing dib away. 

L. Maior. Buſwife get you in. 

Firke. Pitcher hauc eares and maids haue wide mauthes: 
but faz Hans pzaunce, bpen my woꝛd to mozrow mozning hee 
end young ꝙiſtris Roſe goe ta this gere, they ſhall be marri⸗ 
ed together by this ruſh, oz elſe tuyn Firke to a firkin of butter 
to tan leather \vithall, 

L. Ma. But art thou ſure o 

Firke. Am A ſure that Paules-ſecple is a handfull higher 
then London ſtone - 0; that the piſſing Conduit leaks nothing 
but pure mother Bunch? am I ſure A am luſty Firke ? gnailes 
dos you thiake J am fo baſe to gull pan 7 ; 


Linc, 
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Liacolne. Where are they married: doff thon know the 
Church: 

Firke, I utuer goe to Church, but 7 know the name of it, 
it is aſwearing Church, tay a while, tis: I by the mas, no, 
no tis J by my troth, no noz that, tis I by my faith, that hat 
tis I by my faiths Church under Panles Croſſe. there they 
wall bee knit like apaire of fockings in matrimony , thert 
theyle be in cony. 

Lin. Upon mylife wy Nephew Lacy walkes, 

In the diſguiſe of this Dutch Shomaker. 

Firke. Pes fo2ſooth. 

Linc, Doth he not houeſt Shomaker⸗ 

Firke, No fozſooth J thinks Hans is ng body but Hans, ws 
w_ 

Ma. My mind miſgiues me now tis ſo indeed, 
in. Py Coſen ſpeaks the language, knowes the trade. 
L. Ma. Let me requeſt pour company my Lozd, 
Ponr honozable pꝛeſence may, no doubt, 
Refraine their head-frong rachne le, when my ſelfe 
Going alone, perchance may be 8s;ebozne ; 
Shall I requeſt this ſauour 7 

Lin, This, oz what elſe. 

Firk. Then you mull riſe betimes, fo2 they meane fo fall to 
their hey palla, and repaſſe, pindy pany, which hand will yon 
haue, very carlp. 

L. Ma. My care ſhall every way equall their haff, 

This night accept pour lodging in mp houſe, 

Che earlier ſhall we ſtir, and at Þaint Faiths 

Pꝛeuent this giddy hare-bzaind Nuptiall, 

This trafficke of hat lone ſhall vteld cold gaines, 

They ban our loues and weele fozbid their baines. Exit. 

Lin, At Saint Faiths Church thou ſault : 

Fick. Pes, by their troth. 

Linco. Be ſccret on thy life. Exit, 

Fuk. Pes when ABifſe your wife, ha, ha, deres no craff 
in the Gentle Craft, I came hither of purpoſe with ſhoves ta 
Sir Rogers wozſhip, whilft Roſe his daughter be Cony catcht 
by Vans: e OR ie OR — 
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Church to mozrow mozmng to take maiſter Bzidexroome , 
and miſtris Bꝛide napping, and they in the meane tune ſhall 
chop vp tye matter at the Sauoy: but the beſt ſpoꝛt is, Sir 
Roger Otley will finde my fellow lame R-phs wire going to 
marry a Gentleman: and then beele ſtop her in flead of 
his Daugtter ; © bzane, there will bee fine tickling ſpozt 3 
ſoft now, what haue J to doe? © Jknow, now a meſſe of 
Shomakers meat at the wol-ſacke in Jup lane, to cozen 
my Gentleman of lame R2pbs wife, thats true, alacke alacke 
girles holde ont tacke , ſoz now ſmocher foz this tumbling 
ſhall goe to w2acke, | Ext. 
Enter Eyre, his wife, Haut and Roſe, 

Eyre, This is the mozning then, ſtay my bully, my honeſt 

Hans, is it not 
Hans. This is the mozning that muſt make vs two happp 
oz miſerable, theretoꝛe if pon---- 

Eyre. Away with theſe ifs and ands Hans, and theſe 
et cetetaes, by minehono; Rowland Lacy, none but the King 
ſhall wꝛong the: come feare nothing, am not J im Eyre f 
Is nt Sim Eyre Lozd Maio; of London: frare nothing Roſe, 
let them all ſay what they can, dainty come thou to mee, 
laugheſt thou 

VVite, Good my Lozd fraud ter friend in what thing 
vou may. | 

Eyre, Why my (wet Lady Badey , thinke von Simon 
Eyre can fozget his fine Dutch Journeyman: No vah. Fu 
I fcozne it, it hall neuer bet call in mp teeth tt at Þ was vn⸗ 
thankeſull . Lady Madgy, thou badſt ncuct concred thy Sa- 
racens head with t is french lippe, no Laden thy bumme 
with this tarthingile . tis traſh , ti umpero, vanity, Simon 
tyre had ncuet walkt in a red petticoat no wo2e a chaine 
of Sols but oz mp fine Journepmars Peztigueg, and ſhall 
S leaue him: No: Pzince am à none, pet beate a Pzmmcely 
mind. 

Hans. Py Lozd tis time fo2 vs to part from hence. 

Eyre. Lady Madgy, Lady Ma«gy, take two ez that of mp 
Pic-crult eaters, mp Suffe-1crkin varlets, that doe walke in 
black gownes at Simon Eyres halts, take them good Lady 
Madgy 
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Mag, trip and goe, my bzowne Quene of Perriwtas, with 
my delicate Roſe, and my iolly Rowlaud to the @anov, ſe them 
linckt, countenance the marr age, and when it is done, cling 
fling together,you Bambozow Turtle Dones, Ile beare you 
out , come to Simon Eyre , come dwell with me Hans , thou 
ſhalt eate mint d pies , and marchpane. Roſe , away cricket, 
trip and got, my Lady Padgy to the @auop, Hans, wed , and 
to be d, kiſſe and away, go vaniſh. 
Wife, Farewell mp Lozd. 
Rcſc, Make haſt [wet loue. 
Wife. Sherde ſainc the ded were done. 
Hans. Come my ſwete Role , faſter then Deere wele run, 
Excunrt- 
Eyre. Goe, baniſh, vaniſh , anaunt J ſap : by the Lo2Þ of 
Ludgate, it s a mad life to be a Lo Paioz,it's a ſtirring life, 
a fine life, a veluet life, a carcfull life. Wigll Simen Eyre , pet 
ſet a god fact on it, in the honoz of Saint Hugb. Soft , the 
King this day comes to dine with me, to ſe my new buildings, 
bis mateſty is welcowe , be (hall haue god chere , delicate 
chere, puncely cha re. This dap my fellow pzentiſes of Ton- 
don come to dine with me to, they ſhall haue fine cherre.gentles 
manlike chere. I pꝛomiſed the mad Cappadoſtans, when we 
all ſcruedat the Conduit together , that ifener I came to be 
Mato; of London, J would feaſt them all and Lie dot, Jie dot 
by the life of Pharaoh, by this beard vim Eyre will be no flin- 
cher. Eeſides, haut pzocured, that vpon cuery Sbꝛouetueſ⸗ 
bay at the ſound of the Pancake. bell:my fine dapper Aſſy;tan 
lads ſhatl clap bp their ſhop windowes, and away, this is the 
dap, and this day they ſhall dot they ſhall det: boycs, that day 
ate you ſr, let maiſters care , and pzentiles ſhall pꝛay foz Si- 
mon Eyre, Exu, 
Enter Hodge, Frrke, Raſe, and ſiue or ſixe Shoomaker, 
all wr:h cudgels, or ſuch weapons, 

Hodge. Came Rate, ſtand to it Firke t mp maſters , as we 
are the bꝛaus blods of the ©'\/@.11akers , heires apparant to 
Saint Hough, andperpctuall bencfact93s to all god fcliowes : 
thou ſhalt haue ns wong, were Hammon a King of Spades, 
ve would not delue in thy cloſe without thy ſuſtera nce: — 


© 3 


A pleaſant Comedy of 


tell me Rafe, art thou ſure tis thy wife e 

Rafe, Am I ſure this is Ficke : This mozing when 1 
ffrokt on her ſhoes , Jlokt hpon her, and ſhe bpon me, and 
ſighed, aſkt me if euer J knew one Rafe. Pes ſaid J: fo? his 
ſake ſaidſhe ( teares , ſtanding in her eyes ) and foz thou art 
ſomewhat like him, ſpend this pece of gold: 1 tokeit : my 
lame leg and my trauell beyond ſea made me vnknowne, all is 
one fo2 that, I know ſhes mine. 

Firke, Did ſhe giue thee this gold: © glozious glittering 
gold; ſhes thine owne, tis thy wife, and the lones the, foz 
Ile tand tot , there's no woman will giue gold to any man, 
but the thinkes better of him than ſhe thinkes of them ſhe 
giues ſiluer to: and foz Hammon, neither Han.mon no Hangs 
man ſhall w2ong ther in London: Js not aur old Paifter Eyre 
Lozd Patoz : Speake mp hearts. 

All. Yes, and Hammon ſhall know it to his coft. 

Enter Hammon his man, and Iane,and others, 

Hodg. Peace my bullies,yonder they tome. 

Rafe, Stand tat my hearts, Firke,let me ſpeake firſt, 

Hodge. No Rafe, let me: Hammon , whither away ſa 
carely ! 

Ham, Unmannerly rude flane, whats that to ther: 

Firk. To him fir? pes (ir, and to me, and others: god mo- 
row lane, how doft thou: good Lo2d , how the wozld is chan 
ged with vou, Ood be thanked. 

Ham, Uillaines, hands eff, how dare pon touch my loue 2 

All. Uillaines: downe with them, cry clubs foꝛ pꝛentiſes. 

Hod. Hold, my hearts: touch her Hammon:yta and moze 
then that, wele carry her away with vs. Py maiſters aud 
Gentlemen,neuer dzaw pour bird ſpits, ſhomakers are gle 
to the back, men tue ry inch of them, all ſptrit. 

All of Hammon fide, Well, and what of all this: 

Hod. Jleſhew pou: lane, doaſt thou know this man ? tis 
Rafe J can tell ther: nay, tis he in faith, though he be lamd by 
the warres yet loke not ſtrange, but run to him, fold him a- 
bout the necke and kiſſs him. 

lane, Lines then my huſband : oh God let me go, 

Let me embzace my Rafe, 
Ham, 


mmm RN 


| 


n 


ww UW 


——_— Www i - 
— - 


oY 


— 


—̃ — ⏑ 


the Gentle Craſt. 


Ham, What meanss my lane ? 

lane, Pay, what meant pou fo tell me he was flaine : 

Ham. Pardoy me deare lone ſo being willed, 

Twas rumoꝛd here in London thou wert dead. 

Firke, Thou ſeſt he lines: Laſſe,goe pace home with him: 
now ꝙ. Hammon, wheres pour anitris your wife : 

Serv, wounds . fight fo2 her, will you thus loſe her: 

All. Downe with that creatures clubs,vowne with hun. 

Hodg. Yold, hold, 

Ham, Hold fle, ſirs he ſhall do ng wong, 

Mill my lane leaue me thus and bꝛeake her faith: 

Firke, Per ſir,ſhe muſt ſir, ſhe ſhall ſir, what then? mend it. 

Hodg. Yearke fellow Rafe, follow my counſell , (ct the 
wench in the middeſt, and let her chuſe her man, and let her be 
his woman. 

lane, Whom ſhould I choſe 2 whom ſhould my thoughts 
But hun whom heauen hath made to be my loue, (affect ? 
Thou art mp huſband and theſe humble wedes, 

Makes thee moze beautifull then all his wealth, 
Therefoze I will but put off his attire, 
Returning it into the owners hand, 

And after euer be thy conſtant wife. 

Hodg. Not atagge lane, the law's on our ſide , he that 
ſowes in another mans ground fozfets his harueſt, get thee 
home Rafe, fallow him lane , he hall not haue ſo much as a 
buſke poynt from ther. 

Firke, Stand to that Rafe , the appurtenances are thine 
owne, Hammon,looks not at her. 

Scru, O (wounds no. 

Firke, Blew coate be quiet, wele giue you a new liueric 
elſe, werle mak e Shzoue Tucſday Saint Georges day foz 
vou: loke not Hammon , leare not, Jle Firke pou, fo2 thy 
head now, one glance, one ſhepes eye, any thing at her, 
touch not a ragge , lcaſt J and my bzethoen beate you to 
clowtes. 

Ser. Came maiſter Hammon theres no ſtriuing here. 

Ham. Good fellowes, here me ſpeake: and honeſt Raſe, 

Whom J haue ininred moſt by louing lane, * 
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Parke what J offer the : here in faire gold, 
Is twenty pound, Ile gine it fo; thy lane, 
Af this content ther not thou ſhalt haue mo2e. 

Hodge. Sell not thy wife Rafe, make her nota whoze, 

Ham, Sap, wilt thou freely ceaſe thy claime in her, 
Andlet her be my wife? 

All. No. do not Rafe. 

Rafe. Sirra Hammon Hammon, daſt thou thinke a chwe⸗ 
maker is ſo baſe, to be a bawd to his owne wife fo: commodity 
take thy go d, choake with it, were J not lame, J would make 
the eate thy wozds. 

Firke. Aſhomaker ſcll his fleſh and blond, oh indignity ! 

Hodg. Sirra, take vp pour pelfc,and be packing. 

Ham, 7 will not touch one penny, but in liew, 

Of that great w2ong 1 effcred thy lane # 

To lane and the J giue that twenty pound, 

Since I haue faild of her, during my life, 

J vow no woman elſe ſhall be my wife : 

Farewell good fellowes of the Gentle trade. 

Pour mozning mirth my mourning dap hath made, Exit. 

Firke. Touch the gold creature if pou dare, v are beſt be 
trudging: hers lane take thou it, now lets home my hearts. 

Hodge. Stay, who comes here:? lane, on againe with thy 
maſke. 

Enter Lincolne, L. Maior and ſeruants. 
Lin, Ponders the lying varlet mockt vs (a. 
L. Ma. Come hither firra, 
Firke, J fir, J am firra,you meane me, doe pou not: 
Linc, Where is mp Nephew married 
Firke, Is he married: Gd giue him top, J am glad of it: 
hey haue a faire day, and the ſigne is in a god Planet, Mars in 
cnus, 
L. Ma, Uillaine, thou told me that my daughter Roſe, 
This moning ſhould be married at Saint Faichs, 
We haut watch there theſe thz& houres at the leaſt, 
Pet ſæ we no ſuch thing. 
Firke. Truely J am ſozrp fo:t. a Bides a pꝛetty thing, 
Hedge. Come ta the purpoſe, vonder s the * = 
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Bzidegroms you loke foz J hope: though you be Lo2ds, 
you arenot to barre by your authozity men from women, 
are pou ? 

L. Maior. St ſ& my daugbter s maſkt. 

Lin, True, and my 
To hide his guilt, counterfeits him lame. 

———_ Ood helpe the pooze couple they are lame 
and s 

L. Maior. Ile taſe her blindnes. 

Lio. Ile his lameneſe cure. 

Firke, Lye downe firs,and laugh, my fellow Raph is taken 
fo; Rowland Lacy, and Jane fog iris damaſks this is 


all my knanerp. 
L. Ma. What haue J found yon minion. 
Lin. O baſe wzetch, 
Nay hide thy face, the hozroz of thy guilt 
Can hardly be waſht off: where are thy powers 7 
What battells haue pou made : © pes I (@, 
Thou fought with ſhame and ſhame hath conquer'd thee; 
This lamenelle will not ſerne. 
L. Ma. Unmaſke pour (elfe. 
Lin. Lead home pour daughter 
L. Mz. Take ponr Nephew hence. 
Raph. Mente, wounds, what meane pou : axe por! made L 
hope pou cannot enfozce my wife from me, where's Hammon ? 
L. Ma. Pour wife 7 
Lin, What Hammon ? 
Raph. Pea my wife , and therefoze the pzoudeff of you that 


| layes hand on her firſt, Ale lay my Crutch crofſe his pate. 


Firke, To him lame Raph here's bjane ſpagt. 
Raph. Roſe call you her: why her name is lane, loke here 
elſe doe pou know her now? 
Lin. Is this your Davghter ? 
L. Ms, No nog this pour Nephew: 
Pp L od of L incolne, we are both abuſd, 
By this baſe crafty varlet. 
Firke, Wea fozſooth no varlet,fo;ſoth no baſe. fo:ſwth Jam 
but meane, no * of the gentls Craft. * 
L. Me, 
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L. Ma. Clhereis my danghter Roſe ? where is my child: 
(Lincs here is my Nephew Lacy married 
Fu ke. Why here is gad lat d mutton as J pꝛomiſt pon. 
Lin. T Uillaine Ile hans thee puniſht fo: this wong. | 

Firke, Puniſh the Journeyman villains, but nat the Jour | 

on vr Homak: r. Ester Dadger, | 

Dogger. Py dord, Soom to bang vuwelcome newes, | 

Pour Nephew Lacy, and your Daughter Role, | 
Carcly this meꝛning wedded at the Baue, 
None being pꝛeſent but the Lady Mapꝛeſle: 
9 mac among the Officers, 
2 vowwes to ſtand in their defence, 
G alk — that ſhall ſecke to croſſe the match. 
Lin Dares Eyre the @homaker dpdold the d&d 7 | 
Firk, Yes fir Shomakers dare ſtand in a womans quarrel! 
J warrant as dæpt ag another,and-deeperto. 

Dod. Brides his Grace to day dines with the Papo, 
TT” hoon his knees humbly intends to fall, 
And pegge a pardon faz your Nephewes fault. 

Lin But Ile pꝛeuent him, come Sir Roger Ocley, 
The King will doe vs Julſlice in this canſe, 
Bow cre their hands haue made them man and wife, 
4 will diſt apne thematch,,024oſomp-ufe.” E cennt, 

Firke, Adue ounſicur Dodger, farewell folcs,ha, ba. 
©bhittheyhad ad J would haue ſo lamb d them with flouts: 
© heart, my Codperce point is ready to flye in pertes eue ry 
time 7 thinke vpon miſtris R vie, butlet that palle, as my La- 
dy Mapꝛeſle ſaves. 

Hodge. This matter is auſwerd: come Raph, home with 
thy wite, tome my fine Dhowakers, lets ta our maſters. the 
new g. ad Payaz, aud there (wagger this, W@b2ouc -u ldap, 

Ile pzomiſe 1 you wine enough, foꝛ Madge he pers ad Seller; 
All. D rare ! Madge is a god wonch. 

Fir, And Jle pꝛonuſe you angat enough , fo2, Ain Suſan 
keys tic Larder, {le lead pou ts bictualls my bꝛaue ſouldiers, 
follow your Captaine,© bꝛaue, harbe, He. e m 1 


All. FG e bel Nuh: Onan, tridillmy 


yearls * 1 M 1 F e f 
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che Gent Cxaſt. 

Firke, O bzaue, obſwet bell, © delicate Wancabes, open 
the doze my hearts, and hut vp the winvowes, keepe in the 
houſe, let ont the Pancakes, oh rare my hearts, lets march to- 
gether fo: the hono2 of Þ. Hugh, to the gtvatnew hall in Gra- 
cious ſtreet toner, which our Mauer the new Lozd Sato; 
bath built. 

Rafe, O thecrew of godſellowes that will dine at aw Lozy 
Maioꝛs coll today. 

Hodge. The Loꝛd Payozis a moſt bzane man + how Mall 
Pꝛeutiſes be bound to pzay fo; him anizthe hand; of the Oen⸗ 
tlemen @homakers? lets ede and bet fat with my Lan 
Maioꝛs bounty. 

Firke, O muſicall ell ſilt; O Hodge. © m weten; 
there's cherre fo2 the Heauens, vemſon- paſties walke vp and 
downe piping bot, like Dergeants.; Beule and turtues comts 
marching in d2ytattes, fritters and pancakes come trowting 
in wheele-barrowes, bens and ozenges hopping in Pozters 
baſkets, collaps and egges iu ſcuttles, and tarts and cuſtards 
comes quauering in malt ſhouels, 


Enter more Prentiſes, ' 

— Whoop loke heere. 

. How now ma: lads whether away lo fat · 

1. _ Whither ? why to the great nem Mall know pou 
not why? the L02d Pao; hath binden all the gener in Lon⸗ 
don to breakefalt this mozniag. 

All. Oh bzaue Shomaker, oh bꝛaue Lord of incompꝛehen⸗ 
ſible good (ellowſhip, whon, brarke you; the Pancahc· Bell 
rings d of Gefvpfap. 20 

Firks Ray moe my hearts , euety Sh;onecueſtay is aut 
yeare of Jubile : ind when the Pantake Well rings; wee are 
as fro as my Lozd Sao, wee may nt vp our mops and 
make holiday: I le haue it cal d Saint Hughs —_ 

All; Ag 4gr ed, unt Hughes Dettdap, * - | 

Hodge, And this chall continuefo3emer. Ma 9; n 

AN. come came my heatcis. away, — 

Fake, \crodit to vs of the Oentie Ceuit, march 
fas RD Ars 7 en M7 44, Asien 
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Enter the King and bu traing ouer the lage. 
King. 4s aur Lozv Palo; of London ſach — 7 
Nobleman, Dne of the merrieſt madcaps in pour Land, 
Pour Grace will thinke when pon behold the man, 
Nass rather a wild Ruffian then a Pavoz: 
Vet thus much Jle enſure pour Maieſtp, 
In all his actions that concerne his tate, 
He is as ſerious pzomdent and wiſe, 
As full of grauity amongft the graue. 
As any Pato; hath beene theſe many vtares. 
King. Jam with child till I behold this huſfe⸗cap, 
But all my doubt is when we come in pzeſence, 
His madneſte will be daſht cleane out of countenance, 
— It map veſo my Liege. 
2. Which to pꝛeuent, 
— — gine him notice tis our pleaſure , 
Chat be put on his wonted merriment: 
Det fszward. All, Pn afoze, Exennt, 


Emer Eyre, Hodge, Firke Raph, and other Shoomakerr, 
all with napkins on their Shoulders. 

Eyre. Come my fine Hodge, my tolly Gentlemen Shoma- 
kers, ſoft, where be theſe Taniballes , theſe varlets my offi- 
cers, let them all walke and wait bpon my b:ethzen , foz my 
meaning is, that none but Shoaidkers,none bat the linery of 
my Company ſhall in their ſattin hoods wait vpon the tren⸗ 
cher of my Soucraigne. | 

Firke. © mp Lo2d, it will be rare. 

Eyre. No moze birke, come linely, let pour fellow pzen⸗ 
tiſes want no che&ce. let ivine be plentthf as beere, and bers 
as water, hang theſe penny pinching fathers, that cram wealth 
——— ſkmnes, rip knaves, atent, loke to my 
gueſts 

Hodge. Pp Lad, we err at ove wits end fo; rome, thoſe 
hundzed Tables will not feaſt the foorth part of them. 

Eyre, Then toner mc thoſe dundzed Tables againe and a- 
geine, till all aryiollp pꝛentiſes det fenfted 1 anome-Hodge, 
runne R1ph, friſwo bout mp nimbly Fire; earvidly aries - 

. doms 
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dome healths to the honoz of @hoomakers, doe they dzinke 
linelp Hodge ? det they tickle it Firk e 7 
Fir, Tickis it e foms of them haut taken their ligqnoz Fan» 
ding ſolong, tyat they can ſtand no longer: but foz meat they 
would tat it and they had it. 
Eyre. Want they meate : wher's this ſwag-bellp, this 
greaſie kitching Tutte cooke, call the variet to me: want meat ? 


- Firke Hodge, lame Raph ranne my tall men, beleaguer the 


Shambles be ger all Caſt-cheape, fcrue met whole Oran in 
Chargers: and let Sheepe whine vpon the Table like Pigs, 
fo; want of goodfellowes to tate them. Want meat, vaniſh 
Firke, auant Hodge. 

Hedge, Pour Loꝛdſhip miſtakes my man Ficke, hee meancs 
their bellies want meat not the bozds, foz they haue dzynke (0 
much they can eat nothing, 

Enter Hans, Roſe and wiſe, 

Wife, Where is mp Lo2d 7 

Eyre, Bow now Lady Madgy. 

Wife, The kings molt excellent Paieſky is new come, be 
ſends me fo2 thy honoꝛ, one of his nioft wozthipfull Peres bad 
ms tell thou muſt be merry and ſo fo2th: but let that pale. 

Eyre, Is my Soucraigns come? vaniſh iy tall haamakers, 
my nimble bzethzen, loke to my gueſts the p2entifes : yet ſtay 
alittle, how now Hans, how lokes my little Roſe ? 

Hans, Let me requeſt you toremember me, 

J know pour hono; caſily may obtaine, 
Fre pardon of theKing foz me and Roſe, 
And reconcile me to thy Unckles grace. 

Eyre, Baue done my god Hans , my bono journeyman, 
loke cher i ily , Ile fall vpon both my knees till they be as hard 
as hozne, but Ile get thy pardon. | 

Wife. Good my Lo haue a care what pou ſpeake to his 
Eyre. Away pou Iſlington Whitepot , hence you hoppers 
arſe, you Barley pudding full of maggots, vou bꝛoyld Carbs- 
nada, ayant, auant, auoyd Pephiſtophilas : ſhall Sm. Eyre 
learne to ſpeake of you Lady Madgy ? vaniſh Pother Pincuer 
„ i 
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your piſhery pache ry. your flewes and pour Whirligins, gee, 
rub out ot mine alley: Sim Eyre knowes how to ſpeake to « 
Pope, ts Sultan Somliman, to Tarmberlaine and be were pere: 
and ſhall J melt, hall Ydzoape befoze mp Beueruigne : ns, 
come my Lady Madgy, follow me Hans, about your buſi» 
nefſe my froticke frevooters : Firke, friſke about, and about 
and about fo; the Vonoz of mad Simon Eyre Lozd Maio of 
London. 

Firke Vey taz the honour of Shomakers, Frewnr, 

Along flour iſb or two, enter the King, Nobles, Eyre bis wife, Lacy 
Roſe: Lacy and Roſe bneele, 
King. Well Lacy, though the fact was very foule, 
Ot pour renolting from our Uinglip loue, 
And your owne duty, pet we pardon pon, 
Riſe both, and Piftris Lacy, thanke mp Lozd Maio: 
fo2 your young S2idegrome here. 

Eyre, Do my dete Liege, Sim Eyre and mp bꝛethzen the 
Centlemen Shomakers ſhallſct your ſwat Paieſties image, 
checke by tole by @aint Hugh, fe; this honour pou haue done 
pe Simon Eyre, I beſaech pour Grace pardon my rude be- 
bautour, I am a hand:crafts man, yet my heart is withoat 
craft, 3 would be fozry at my ſonle that my bolonefe ſhould 
offend mp King. 

King, Nay, I pzay thee god Lo2dPapo? , be tuen as merry 
as if thou wert among thy Shomakers, 
It does me good to ſe thee in this humour. 

Eyre, Sayſt thou me ſo mp ſweet Dioceſan? then humpe, 
Pꝛince am Jnone, pet am I Punceip bozne, by the Lo2d of 
Ludgate my Liege, Ile be as merry as a e. 

Km. Tell me in ſaith mad Eyre, how old thou art. 

Eyre. Py Liege, a very boy, a Ctripling, a yonker, pon 
ſog not a white haire on my head, not a grap in this beard, 
cucry haire J aſſure thy Pateſty that Nickes in this bern, 
Sim Eyre valewes at the Bing of Babilons ranſome ; Tamar 
Chems beard was a rubbing bzuſh tat, yet Ile haut 
it off, and fiuffe-tennile balles with it ts pleats wy balty 
Bing. 

King, But all this while 4 doe not know yory 18 . 


Eyre, 
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Etre. Dp ige, J am fire and fifty yeare olde vet I can 
tcrye humpe, with a ſound heart, fo: the honour of D. Hugh: 
marke this old wench up ing., J daunct the baking of the 
Sheets with her fire and thirtte yeares agoe, and vet I hope to 
get two oz thi L025 Patozs ere die: Jam lnfteſill, Sim 
Eyte fill care and cold lodging bztngs white hatres. My ſweet 
Paicky, let care vamiſh, caſt it vpon thy Nobles,tt will make 
the lone alwayes young like Apollo, and crie humpe : Þ;ince 
am I none. yet am I P2encely bone. 

Kin. Ba, ba, ſay Coznewall didſt than cuer ſe His like: 

Noblem. Net I my Loꝛd. 


Emer Luincolne and Lord Mayer, 
King. Eincolng what newes with pon: 
Lia, My aracions Lo2d haue care vato your ſelfe, 
Fo: there are Traito2s here. 
All, Craitezs where: who 
Ey te. Trait ois in u houſe : God fozbid, where be my Otti 
ters: Ile ſpend inp ſoule ere mp Bing fle harme. 
Kin g. Whereis the Traitoz Lincoline 7 
Lin. Meere he ſtands. 
Kin, Cornewa!l, lap hands on Lacy: Lincoine ſpeake, 
Il hat canſt the u lap vnto thy Rephewes charge: 
Lino. This my dcare Liege. your Grace to doe me honour, 
T)eapt on the head of this degenerous vop, 
Peſertl; fe fauours, you made chopce of him, 
To be Commander oucr powers in France, 
But he: 
Ki, ©od Lincolne, p:ethe pauſe a while, 
Cunen in thine eyes J read what thou wouldlt ſpeake, 
I know how Lacy did neglet our loue, 
Kan hunſelſe depelp an the higheſt degret 
Into vile treaſon. 
Lin. Is he not atraptoz⸗ 
Kin, Lincolne, he was; now hauc we pardoned hun, 
'Twas net a baſe want of truc valonrs fire 
That held him out of France, but loues dere. 
Lin c. X will not beate his ſhame von mp bac lie. 
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King, Noz ſhalt thou Lincolne, J fozgtue pou both, 
Lin, Zhen good my Liege fo2bid the boy ts wed, 

One whoſe meane birth will much diſgrace his bed. 
King, Are they not married ? 

Linc, No my Liege. 

Both, We are, 

Kin, Shall I dinozce t hem then : D be it farre, 
That any hand on earth ſhould dart bntye, 
Che ſacred knot knit by Gods Paielty ; 

J would not foz my Crowne diſiopne their hands, 

That are conioyn d in holy nuptiall bands: 

How ſayſt thon Lacy, wouldſt thou looſe thy Roſe : 
Hans, Not foz all Indians wealth, my Soneraigne. 
King. But Roſe J'me ſure her Lacy would fozgoe. 
Roſe. It Roſc were aſkt that queſtion ſhee'd ſap no. 
Kin, You heare then Lincolne, 

Lin. Pea my Liege J doe. 

Kin, And canſt thon finde in heart to part theſe two - 
Who ſ&kes beſides you to dinozce theſe lowers : 

L. Ma. 3 doe (mp gracious Lozd) Jam her father. 
Kin. Sir Roger Otley, our laſt Pato I thinke. 
Nob, The ſame mp Liege. 

Kin. Would pon offend Loaes lawes ? 

Well, you ſhall haue pour wills; you ſuedto me 

Top:ohibite the match: @oft, let me ſee, 


- Þou both are married, Lacy are thou not: 


Hans. I am dzead @oueraigne, 
Kin, Then bpon thy life * 
I charge thte not to call this woman wife. 
L. Ma. I thanke pour Grace. 
Roſe, O my moſtgracious Lend. hneele, 
Kin, Nap Roſe neuer woc ma, I tell you true, 
Although os pet J am a Batcheloz, 
Pet J belecue J ſhall not marry pon, 
Roſe, Can pou deuide the body from the fonle, 
Pet make the body liue ? 
Kin. Pea fv pzofound : 
I cannot Roſe, but pou Jmult dinide, 
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Faire maid this Bzidegrome cannot be your Bide, 
Are you pleaſ d Lincolnez Otley, are you pleaſ d: 

Both. Pes my Loꝛd. 

King, Then mut my beart be eaſ d, 
Fo; credit me my Conlcience liues in paine, 
Till theſe whom I dino:c'd be 1opnd againe: 
Lacy giue me thy band, Rc ſe, lend me thine, 
Be what pou would be: kiſſe now; ſa, thats fine, 
At night (Louers) to bed: now let meſs, 
Which of pou all miſlikes this harmony: 

L. Ma. Will you then take from me my child perfozce : 

King Why tell me Ocley ſhines uot Lacics name, 
As Alt! in the wo2lds eye, as the gay beames 
Df any Cittizen. 

Lin, Pea but my gracious Lo2d, 
A doe miſlike the match farre moze then he, 
Her blood is too too baſe. 

Kin, Lincelne no moze, 
Doſt thou not know, that loue reſperts no blood? 
Cares not fo difference of birth oz ſtate, 
Che maid is young, well bozne, faire, vertuous, 
fA wozthy bzive foz any Gentleman : 
Beſides your Nephew fo; her ſake did ſtope 
To bare necefſity; and as I hears, 
Fozgetting honozs and all courtly pleaſures, 
To gaine her lone became a Shomaker : 
As fo: the honoz which he loſt in France, 
Thus I redeme it: Lacy knele the downe ; 
Ariſe Sir Rowland Lacy: tell me now. 
Tell me in earneſt Otley canſt thou chide z 
Steing thy Reſc a Lady and a Bꝛuc. 

I. Ma. Jamcontent with what your grace hath done. 
Lin, And I my Liege fince there's no remedy. 


Kin, Come on then, all ſhake hands, Ile haue you friends, 


Where there is mach lous, all diſcozd ends: 
What ayes my mad Loꝛd Pays: to all this loue 2 


Eyre. © my Liege, this honour pon haue done to my fine 


Journeyman here, Rowland Lacy, any all theie faugur which 
| 3 
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pon haue ſhowne to ms this day in my pont houſe, will make 
Simen Eyre liue langer by one dozen of warme Summers 
moze then he ſhould . 

Kin, Nay my mad Lo2d Paye:.(that (hall be thy name) 
Af any grace of mine can length thy life 
One honoz moze Ile doe thee, that new building, 
Which at thy coſt in Coznehill is erected, 
Shall take a name from vs, wele haue it cala, 
Che Leaden Hall. becauſe in digging it, 
You found the lead that conereth the ſame, 

Eyre, J thanke pour Paieſtp. 

Wife, God bleſſe your Grace, 

Kin, Lincolne, a wozd with von. 

Enter Hodge, Firk-, and more Shoomakert. 

Eyre, Vow now my mad knaucs:? Peace,ſpeake ſoftly, you- 
der is the Uing. 

Kin, ith the old trope which there we keeps in pay, 
We will incoꝛpoꝛate a new ſupplp: 
Befoze one Summer maze paſſe oꝛe my head, 
France ſhall repent England was iniured, 
What are thoſe - 

Hans, All Shoomakers my Liege, 
Sometimes mp fellowes, in their companies, 
I lin'd as merry as an Emperoz. 

Kin. My mad Loꝛd Paioz, are all theſe Shomakers- 


Eyre, All Shomakers my Liege, all Gentlemen of the Gen⸗ 
tle Craft, true Tropans. canragious Cazdwainers, they all 
kneels to the Þh2ine of holy Saint Hu gh, 

All. God ſauc your Maieſty. 
Kin. Mad Simon, would they any thing with vs! 
Eyre. Mum mad knaues not a wozd, Jle dot, J warrant | 
ou, They are all Beggers my Liege. all foz themſelues and 
7 1155 them all, on both my knees dos intrea te, that fo: the ho- 
nour of poꝛe Simon Eyre, and the god of his Bꝛethꝛen theſe 
imad knanes. your Grace would vouchſafe ſome pꝛiuiledge to 
my new Leaden-hall, that it may be lawfull foz vs to buy and 
ſell Leather there two dayes in a weeke, 
Kin. Pad Sim, J grant your (ute, you ſhall — 
0 


ke 
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Lo hold (wo Market dayes in Leadon-Hall, 
Mondayes and Frivayes, thoſe ſhall bs the times: 
Mill this content yon 

All. Jeſus bleſſe pour Grace. 

Fyre, In the name of theſs mp pe bzeth2zen Shomakers, 
& moſt humbly tbanke your Grace. But befs2e J riſe, ſcring 
you are in the giuing veine, and wee in the begging , grant 
Sim- Eyre ane bone moze. 

Kin. What is if my Lo2d Batoz, 

Eyre. Qonchſafe to taſt of a poze Banquet, thats ſwetly 
waiting fo2 your ſweet pꝛeſence. 

King. I ſhall vndoe thee Eyre, onely with this 
Already haue I biene to troubleſome, 

Day, haue J not: 

Ey te. O my diere King, Sim Eyre cannot thinke fo; vpon! a 
day of Sh2ouing which 1 pꝛomiſt to all the merry Pzentiles 
of London : foz an t pleaſe you when J was pzentiſe : 

J bare the water- tankerd, and my coat 
Sits not a whit the wozſe vppon my back: 
And then vppon a mozning, ſome mad boyes 
(It was Sbhꝛoue tueſdap, euen as tis now) 
Gane me my Pꝛeakfaſt, and I ſwoze then by the fopple of 
my Tankerd, if euer I came to be Lozd Bays? of London, 1 
would feaſt the Pꝛentiſes. This day my Liege J did it, and 
the lanes had an hundzed Tables fine times tauered, they are 
gone home and vaniſhk. 
Pet adde moze glozy to the Gentle Trade, 
Taſt of Eyres Banquet, Simons happy made. 
Kin, I will taſt of thy Banquet, and will ſay, 
1 haue not met moze pleaſure on a day; 
Friends of the Gentle Craft, thankes to you all, 
Thanks my kind Lady Mapꝛeſſe fo2 our chere : 
Come Lo2ds a while lets renell it at home, 
When all our wo2ds and banquettings are done, 
We mult right wꝛongs which Frenchmen haue begun. 


FINTS, 


